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Y. the fayour of 4 public, REN Work has now. com- 
pleted a;$2conD; voLuUME, with which it will termi- 
nate: not for want of ſupport ; for we have to expreſs. 
the fincereſt gratitude for unexampled ſupport, in a moſt 
extenſi vel ſale: nor ſor want of ſubjects; ſince we are well 
aware, that many extremely intereſting are omitted ; but, 
partly, hegauſe it. Was not originally propoſed to exceed a 
ſingle volume, and previous preparations were adapted to 
that quantity only: and, partly, that ſince thoſe prepara- 
tions were exhauſted, the exertions neceſſary to enſure 
punctuality of publication have been very great, and now 
require intermiſhon. But the principal reaſon for 4 
cluding the Work at this period is, that the idea on which 
it was, undertaken 1s capable of great improvements; and 
our experience in the courſe of it, in conjunction with the 
remarks of our friends, has ſuggeſted wherein they may 
be moſt effectual. To execute them, requires both time and 
ſtudy, which are not to be obtained while unremitted aſſi- 
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duity is end by rapid returns of publication. After 
an interval, the Public may expect a Work from deſigns of 
Mr. SHELLEY, engraved under the direction of Mr. TAY- 
LOR, which, 1t is preſumed, will not only claim the ap- 
probation of the Britiſh Public, but of Europe at large. 
We owe this notice to thoſe Patrons by whoſe favour we 
have been hitherto ſupported; and, were it poſſible, we 


would fix the extent of this interval : but, though a num- 


ber of drawings are completed, and a number of the beſt 
engravers in the kingdom are engaged on them, we can- 
not determine the time of this work's appearuits?: a few 
months muſt previoully elapſe. O ON: IIS 
In the mean time, thoſe who deſire a continuation of the! 
CABINET OF GENIUS, may be gratified, in the plates 
to the ADVENTURES OF TELEMACHUS, publiſhing 
by Mr. TAYLOR, which are of the ſame an and equal 
dee | eh oooh 
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« R UIN ſeize thee, , ruthleſs King, 
* Confuſion on thy banners waat : | 
Tho fann d by Conqueſt's crimſon wing, 
They mock the air with idle ſtate! 

Helm, nor Hauberk's twiſted mail, * 
Nor even thy virtues, Tyrant, ſhall avail 
Jo ſave thy ſecret ſoul from nightly fears, 
From Cambria's curſe, from Cambria's tears? 
Such were the ſounds that oer the creſted pride 
Of the firſt EDw ar» ſcatter d wild diſmay, 

As down the ſteep of Snowdon's ſhaggy ſide 
He wound with toilſome march his long array. 


wa 


Stout Gros rER ſtood aghaſt in ſpeechleſs trance; [268 


To arms! cried Mor TixER; and'couth'd hisguiv' ring lance. 
| | ut ute ü $6, "Fog: On 
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© Ye died amidſt your dying country's cries 
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On a rock, whoſe haughty brow 
Frowns oer old Conwpay's foaming flood, 
Robed in the ſable garb of woe, 
With haggard eyes the Poet ſtood ; 
(Looſe his beard, and hoary hair 
Stream'd, like a meteor, to the troubled air) 
And with a maſter's hand; and prophet's fire, 
Struck the deep ſorrows of his lyre. 
Hark, how each giant-oak and deſert-cave 
« Sigh to the torrent's awful voice beneath; 
Oer thee, oh King! their hundred arms they wave, 
« Revenge on thee in hoarſer murmurs breathe ; 
Vocal no more, ſince Cambria's fatal day, 
Jo high-born HoeL s hep. or foft Liewentrn's her. 


Cold is CabwaLL Os congue, PLOT SS 
That huſh'd the ſtormy mann 
Brave URIEN ſleeps upon his craggy' ded: 
Mountains, ye mourn i 


n Vain 
* MopRED, whoſe:magic Gawd) 1. 
Made huge Plinlimmon bow tis coudtopp'd head ; 


On dreary Arvan's hore they lie, 


* Smear'd with gore, and ghaſtiy pale n uſt 


Far, far aloof th affrigłited ravens fail; 4 he 


: The famiſh'd eagle ſcreams, and paſſes by. % Dun 
Dear lol} companioris-of my tuneſub ert. 
Hear, as the light that viſits theſe ſad eyes, 


1 Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my heart, 
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A PINDARIC: ODE. 13 
No more I weep. They. do not ws ach corned arts 
* On yonder cliffs, a grieſſy _ st ot 04) 2? 


© I ſee them ſit, they linger yet, t 3 
* Avengers of their native land: Zrribrt vil . 
* With me in dreadful harmony they j join, ; 
* And weave: with bloody hands the. tillue ol. an ie: *. 
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5 Weaye, the 5 weave. the wook,” rag 2 wy Y 
« The winding-ſheet of EDward's race. RETRY 
© Give ample room, and verge een n Aid r! 
The characters of hell to trace... 
« Mark the year, and mark the WY tr tl 0g ow 
„When Severn ſhall re-echo with affright WES 
*The ſhrieks of death, thro' Bes s roofs that ang, | 
„ Shrieks of an agonizing King! et, 5 


„ She-wolf of France, with TIE "Avg ET 
That tear'ſt the bowels of thy-mangled MAE... 

From thee: be born, who Oer thy; country hangs }. .... 
The ſcourge of Heavn. What terrors round him wait 
„Amazement in his van, with flight combin- d. 
And Sorrow ' faded forth, __ Salizade hebind. | 


« Mighty Vigor, es ; =" 
„Low on his funeral couch; he lies ! of 3 
No pitying heart, no eye, Ps 5 
« A tear to grace his obſequies. . Lear ral tid > rs 
Is the ſable mt e eee eee 52 > | 

40 Thy en e. 5 _ l 5 
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The ſwarm that in thy noon-tide beam were aromas 
Gone to falute the riſing Morn. - ' © 
« Fair laughs the Morn, and ſoft the zephyr tones: | 
« While proudly riding oer the azure realm 
In gallant trim the gilded veſſel goes; 
« Youth on the prow; and Pleaſure at the helm; 
** Regardleſs of the {weeping whirlwind's ſway, 
That, huſh'd in grim repoſe, expres his evening prey. 


“Fill high the ſparkling bowl, 
The rich repaſt preparecc 
Reft of a crown, he yet may ſhate the feaſt; 
« Cloſe by the regal chair we 
« Fell cr and famine fcowl - - . 
_ * A baleful ſmile upon their baffled HP 
« Heard ye the din of battle bray, 
Lance to lance, and horſe to horſe? | 
Long years of havoc urge their deſtin d courſe, : 
And thro the kindred ſquadrons mow their way. 
« Ye tow'rs of Julius, London's laſting ſhame, 
„With many a foul and midnight murder fed, 
„Revere his conſort's faith, his father's fame, 
, And ſpare the meek uſurper's holy head. | 
© Above, below, the roſe noe FELT 2-0 vo 
« Twin'd with her bluſhing foe, we * 
The briſtled boar in infant gurt . 
. * Wallows beneath the thorny ſhade.” Wet 90 e1 + 
Now, Brothers, bending o'er th' x NOM loom” 7 - 
Stamp we our NOD deep, and ratify his doom. 
ts on ung 
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« EDWARD, lo! to ſudden fate 8 i f 
(Weave we the woof. The tlirtadli 1s a) 7 

« Half of thy heart we cunſecratee iT 
(The web is wove. The inden caſt al 
Stay, oh ſtay! nor thus forlor n 15113 ola 
Leave me unbleſꝭ d, unpity d, here nt B 
In yon bright track, that fires the weſtern lies. 

They melt, they vaniſhᷣ from my eyes. wy ) 
But oh! what ſolemn ſcenes on Snowdon's: be 

« Deſcending ſlow their gittring ſxirts unr oll! 
Viſions of glory! ſpare my aching Gght,-: - 

Ve unborn ages, crowd. not on my foul! 

No more our long-loſt ARTHUR we be wail. 
* All hail, ye genuine Kings, 40k — ! 


_ * Girt with many a Baron bold | 

Sublime their ſtarry fronts they rear; 

* And gorgeous Dames, and Stateſmen old, 

* In bearded majeſty, appear. 

In the midſt a form divine! „„ 

Her eye proclaims her of the Sitten Hine; „ 

Her lion- port, her awe-commanding face, 

Attemper d ſweet to virgin- grace. | 

What ſtrings ſymphonious tremble in the air! 

* What ſtrains of vocal tranſport round her play! 

Hear from the grave, great TAL IESssIx hear; 

They breathe a ſoul to animate thy clay. 

Bright Rapture calls, and ſoaring as ſhe ſings, 

Waves in the eye of Heav n her many. colour d wings. 
7. I's 
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i Ihe verſe adorn again e ona ad“ 
Fierce War and faithful Love, | . ee 
if [ And Truth ſevere, by fairy Fiction Ow 1 M61 1 
4 In buſkin d meaſures move aa od Py 9 
18 Pale Grief, and pleaſing Pain. e eee 
1 With Horror, tyrant of the throbbing breaſt. x 
A voice, as of the cherub-choir, Ant ot, 
* Gales from blooming Eden ber; on x 


And diſtant warblings leſſen on my ear, 
That loſt in long futurity expire. 
Fond impious man, think'ſt thou yon ſanguine Ad 
Rais d by thy breath, has quench d the orb of day; 

To- morrow he repairs the golden flood, 

And warms the nations with redoubled ray. 2 5 
Enough for me: with joy I ſee ä 
The different doom our fates aſſi gn. 

* Be thine Deſpair, and ſcepter'd Care; 

Jo triumph, and to die, are mine. 

He ſpoke, and headlong, from the mountain's height, 
Deep in the roaring tide he plung d to endleſs night. 
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HE Curfew tolls the knell of parting Ia 
The lowing herd wind flowly;oer the lea, 
The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkneſs and to me. 
Now fades the glimm ring landſcape on the Hein. 
And all the air a folemn ſtillneſs holds, 
Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, - ils 9 
And drowſy tinklings lull the diſtant foldss 
Save that, from yonder ivy-mantled:tow'r, 
Ihe moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of ſuch, as wand'ring near her ſeordt DORA hh | 
Moleſt her ancient ſolitary reign. 
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11 Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 
1 Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, Na | 
Nt The rude forefathers of the hamlet ſleep. 
The breezy call of incenſe-breathing morn, 
The ſwallow twitt ring from the ſtraw-built ſhed, 
| | The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 
| f | No more ſhall rouze them from their lowly bed. 
151 For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, 
| Or buſy houſewite ply he: ev ning care: 
No children run to liſp their fire's return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kiſs to ſhare. 
Oft did the harveſt to their fickle yield, 
Their furggw oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke; 
How jocund did they drive their team afield! 
How bow'd the woods beneath their ſturdy ſtroke! 
Let not ambition mock their uſeful toil, 
Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure; 
Nor grandeur hear with a diſdainful ſmile, 
The ſhort and fimple annals of the poor. 
The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of pow, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 
Await alike th' inevitable hour: 
'The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 
Nor you, ye proud, 1mpute to theſe the fault, 
If mem'ry oer their tomb no trophies raiſe, 
Where thro the long- drawn iſle and fretted vault, 
The Pealing anthem ſwells the note of praiſe. 
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Can ſtoried urn or animated buſt 
Back to its manſion call the fleeting breath ? 
Can Honour's voice provoke the fiterit duft, c gc 
Or Flatt ry ſoothe the dull cold ear of Death? 
Perhaps in this neglected ſpot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire; 
Hands that the rod of empire might have Iway'd, 
Or wak'd to. eeſtafy the living lyre. 
But knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
Rich with the ſpoils of timicdid neer uro; 
Chill penury repreſs d their noble rage 


And froze the genial current of the fol. 


Full matry a gem of pureſt ray ſerene, 
The dark unfathom d caves of ocean bear; 


Full many a flower is born to bluſh unſcen, e ft H 


And waſte its ſweetneſs on the deſart air. 5. 788 


Some village-Hampden, that with dauntleſs bred 
The little tyrant of his fields withftood;' 
Some mute inglorious'Milton here may en! 5 

Some Cromwell guiltleſs of his'country's bod, 7 


TH applauſe of liſt ning ſenates icdthinathd, ” DOOT IMO 57 


The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe,” 


To ſcatter plenty cer a [miling land, ou 2 


And read their hiſt TY in a nation's eyes, 
Their lot forbad; 7 nor cireumſcrib d alone 

Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd; | 
Forbad to wade through'flattghter to a throne, * 


An mut the gates of WI of tnatikind, | AIR Nog 


L 4 7 


The ts pangs of conſcious truth to hide, 
To quench the bluſhes of ingenuous ſhame, 11 0) Jah 
Or heap the ſhrine of luxury and pride 
With incenſe kindled at the muſe's flagge. 
Far from the madding crowd's ignoble ſtrife, 1 

Their ſober wiſhes never learn'd to ſtra ß: 
Along the cool ſequeſter'd vale of life gs 3611 eh 
They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their wax. 
Yet e en theſe bones from inſult to protect | 3:56] 
Some frail memorial ſtill erected nigh, i 
With uncouth rhimes and ſhapeleſs ſculpture deckd. 12 
Implores the paſſing tribute of a ſigh. | bois 
Their name, their years, ſpelt by th' unletter d muſe, 1 l 

The place of fame and elegy ſupply: 
And many a holy text around ſhe ſtrews, 
That teach the ruſtic moraliſt to die. 
For who, to dumb forgetfulneſs a prey 
This pleaſing anxious being e er reſign d, oli 
Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day, en 20102 
Nor caſt one longing ling'ring look behind? 
On ſome fond breaſt the parting ſoul relies, 101 | 
Some pious drops the cloſing eye requires 
Ev'n from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 
Ev'n in our aſhes live their wonted fires. 
For thee, who mindful of th' unhanqur'd dead 
Doſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate; 
If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 
Some kindred ſpirit ſhall inquire thy fate, 


Haply £ 


[3] 
Haply ſome bos ſwain may ſay; 
Olt have we ſeen him at the peep of dawn 


Bruſhing with haſty ſteps the des away, 514 
« To meet the ſun upon the upland lawn. 
There at the foot of yonder nodding beech, _ 7 


That wreathes its old fantaſtic roots ſo high, 
His liffleſs length at noontide would he ſtretch, - 

And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 
« Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, 

* Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would rove, 
* Now drooping, woeful man, like one forlorn, 

Or craz'd with care, or croſs'd in hopeleſs love. 
One morn I miſs d him on the cuſtom'd hill, 

Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree; 
Another came; nor yet beſide the rill, 

* Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he; 
The next with dirges due in fad array 

Slow thro' the church-way path we ſaw him borne. 
Approach and read (for thou canſt read) the lay, 
* Grav'd on the ſtone beneath yon aged thorn.” 


Ei r 


ERE reſts his head upon the lap of earth, 
A youth to fortune and to fame unknown. 
Fair ſcience frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy mark'd him for her own. 
7 Large 
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diſcloſe, 


Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 


[ 6 ] 


Large was his bounty, and his ſoul ſincere, 


Father and his God. 
2 


4 
. 


in trembling hope repoſe) 


He gain'd from Heavn ('twas-all-be wiſh'd) a friend. 
The boſom of bis 


Heav'n did a recompenſe as largely ſend 
He gave to mis ry all he had, a tear, 


No farther ſeek His 
(There they ali 
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LO! where the roſy-boſomd hours, 
Fair VENVUs' train, appear, 

Diſcloſe the long-expetting flowers, 
And wake the purple year! 

The Attic warbler pours her throat, 
Reſponſive to the cuckow's note, 
The untaught harmony of ſpring: 


6 


Cool Zephyrs thro the clear blue 1k 
Their gather'd fragrance fling. 8 


Where-e'er - the oak's thick branches ſtretch 
A broader browner ſhade; © - 

Where-e'er the rude and moſs-grown beech 
Oo er canopies the glade; 1 
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2 ODE ON r AIM C. ( 


Beſide ſome water's ruſhy brink 

With me the Muſe ſhall fit, and think 
(At eaſe reclin'd in ruſtic ſtate), 

How vain the ardour of the crowd, 
How low, how little are the proud, 


How indigent the great! * 


Still is the toiling hand of care; 
The panting herds repoſe: _ 

Yet hark, how thro' the peopled air 
The buſy murmur glows! _ 

Thes inſect youth are on the wing, 
Eager to taſte the homied ſpring, 
And float amid the liquid noon:: 
Some lightly o'er the current ſkim, 
Some ſhew their gayly-gilded trim 
Quick-glancing to the ſun. 


To Contemplation's ſober eye 
Such is the race of man: 
And they that creep, and they that fly, 
Shall end where they began. 
Alike the buſy and' the gay 

But flutter thro' life's little day, 
In Fortune's varying colours drelt : 


Bruſh'd by the hand of. rough -Miſchance, 


Or chilld by Age, their airy dance 
They leave in duſt to reſt, 


| Methinks 


ODE ON SPRING. 


Methinks I hear, in accents low, 
The ſportive kind reply; 

Poor Moraliſt; and what art thou? 
A ſolitary fly ! 

Thy Joys no glittring female meets, 
No hive haſt thou of hoarded ſweets, 
No painted plumage to diſplay : 

On haſty wings thy youth is flown; 
Thy ſun is ſet, thy ſpring is gone 
We frolic while tis May. | 
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By Mr. POPE, 


IR 8 T in theſe fields I try the ſylvan ſtrains, i 
Nor bluſh to ſport on Windſor's bliſsful plains; = 
Fair Thames, flow gently front thy ſacred ſpring, 


While on thy banks Sicilian Muſes ſing ; LE 


Let vernal airs thro' trembling oſiers play, 0 
And AL BIOx's cliffs reſound the rural lu. 


vou, x that too wiſe for pet too ed for pow r, 
Enjoy the glory to be great no more, 
And carrying with you all the world can boaſt, 
To all the world illuſtrioufly are loſt ! 
O let my Muſe her ſlender reed inſpire, 
Till in your native ſhades you tune the lyre : 
So when the Nightingale to reſt removes, 
The Thruſh may chaunt to the forſaken groves, 
But, charm'd to filence, liſtens while ſhe ſings, 
And all th* zrial audience clap their wings. 
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Soon as the flocks ſhook off their nightly des, 


Two Swains, whom Love kept wakeful, and the Muſe, 


Pour'd oer the whitening vale their fleecy care, 
Freſh as the morn, and as the ſeaſon fair: 
The dawn now bluſhing on the mountain's fide, 


Thus Darnnis ſpoke, and STREPHON thus reply'd. 


DarHNis. 

Hear how the birds, on ev'ry bloomy ſpray, 
With joyous muſic wake the dawning day! 
Why fit we mute when early linnets ſing, 
When warbling Philomel ſalutes the ſpring? 
Why fit we fad when Phoſphor ſhines ſo clear, 
And laviſh nature paints the purple year? 


8S8TREPH ON. 


Sing then, and Damon ſhall attend the ſtrain, 


While yon' ſlow oxen turn the furrow'd plain. 
Here on green banks the bluſhing vi lets glow ; 
Here weſtern winds on, breathing roſes blow. 

I'll ſtake yon' lamb, that near the fountain plays, 
And from the brink his en ſhade furagys. 


Dar RN Is. 
And I this bow}, where wanton ivy twines, 


And ſwelling cluſters bend the curling vines: 


Four figures riſing from the work appear, 
The various ſeaſons of the rolling year; 


And 
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And what is that, which binds the radiant ſky, 
Where twelve bright Signs in beauteous order lie? 


. DAMO N. 
Then ſing by turns, by turns the Muſes ſing, 
Now hawthorns bloſſom, now the daiſies ſpring, 
Now leaves the trees, and flow'rs adorn the ground; 


| Wn the vales ſhall ev'ry note rebound, 


STREPHON, : 
infoire n me, Phoebus, in my DeL1a's praiſe 


With WaLLzx's ſtrains, or GxanviLLE's moving lays! 
A milk-white bull ſhall at your altars ſtand, 
That threats a fight, and ſpurns, the riſing ſand. 


DAPHN IS. 
© Love! for SYLVIA let me gain the prize, 


j 


And make my tongue victorious as her eyes; 


No lambs or ſheep for victims I'll impart, - 
Thy v n Laye, ſhall be the ſhepherd's heart. 


| ee | 
Me gentle DeL1a beckons from the plain, 
Then hid in ſhades, eludes her eager ſwain ; - 


But feigns a laugh, to ſee me ſearch around, 


And by that laugh the willing fair is found, 
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DAP HN IS. 

The ſprightly SyLv1a trips along the green, 
She runs, but hopes ſhe does not run unſeen; 
While a kind glance at her purſuer flies, 

How much at variance are her feet and eyes! 


S TREPHON. 
Oer golden ſands let rich Pactolus flow, 
And trees weep amber on the banks of Po; 
Bleſt Thames's ſhores the brighteſt beauties yield, 
Feed here my lambs, Ill ſeek no diſtant field, 


| Dar HN IS. 
Celeſtial Venus haunts Idalia's groves; 
Diana Cynthus, Ceres Hybla loves; 
If Windſor ſhades delight the matchleſs maid, 
Cynthus and Hybla yield to Windſor ſhade. 


S TREPHO N. 
All nature mourns, the ſkies relent in ſhow'rs, 
Huſh'd are the birds, and clos'd the drooping flow'rs; 
It DEL14 ſmile, the flow'rs begin to ſpring, 
as ſkies to brighten, and the birds to ſing. 


:  DaeHnNis, | 
All nature laughs, the groves are freſh and fair, 
The Sun's mild luſtre warms the vital air ; 

A . 


$5 P-RT ENF GC 


If SyYLvia ſmiles, new glones gild the ſhore,, 
And vanquiſh'd nature ſeems to charm no more. 
5 8 TREPH ON. 

In ſpring the fields, in autumn hills I love, 
At morn the plains, at noon the ſhady grove, 
But DEL1a always; abſent from her fight, 

Nor plains at morn, nor groves at noon delight. 


DA HN IS. 
SyLv1a's like autumn ripe, yet mild as May, 
More bright than noon, yet freſh as early day; 
Ev'n ſpring diſpleaſes, when ſhe ſhines not here; 
But bleſt with her, 'tis ſpring throughout. the year. 


STREPHON. 

Say, ſhepherd, ſay, in what glad ſoil appears 
A wondrous Tree that ſacred Monarchs bears? 
Tell me but this, and TI diſclaim the prize, 
And give the conqueſt to thy SyLv1a's eyes. 


DArRHNIõò. 
Nay tell me firſt, in what more happy fietds 

The Thiſtle ſprings, to which the Lily yields? 

And then a nobler prize I will reſign ; 

For SYLVIA, charming SyYLv14a, ſhall be thine. 


Damon 


6 | SR E4N5 Ge 
Damon. 

Ceaſe to contend; for, Daranis, I decree 
The bowl to STREPHON, and the lamb to thee : 
Bleſt Swains, whoſe nymphs in ev'ry grace excel, 
Bleſt Nymphs, whoſe ſwains thoſe graces ſing ſo well! 
Now riſe and haſte to yonder woodbine bowirs, 
A ſoft retreat from ſudden vernal ſhow'rs; 
The turf with rural dainties ſhall be crown'd, 
While opening blooms diffuſe their ſweets around. 
For ſee! the gath'ring flocks to ſhelter tend, 


And from the Pleiads fruitful ſhow'rs deſcend. 
R : ; * 23 
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A Shepherd's 157 e foeks-r no better ve) 

Led forth his flocks along the ſilver Thame, 

Where dancing ſun- beams on the waters play d, 

And verdant alders form'd a quiv ring ſhade. | 

There while he mourn'd, the ſtreams forgot to flow, 

The flocks around a dumb compaſſion ſhow, 

The Naiads wept in ev Ty wat ry bow r, 

And Jovr conſented in a ſilent ſſow rr. 
Accept, O Ga RT, the Muſe's early lays, 

That adds this wreath of Ivy to thy Bays; 

Hear what from Love unpractis'd hearts endure, 

From Love, the ſole diſeaſe thou canſt not cure. 
Ye ſhady beeches, and ye cooling ſtreams, 

Defence from Phœbus, not from Cupid's beams, 

Io you I mourn, nor to the deaf I ling, 

The woods ſhall anſwer, and their echo ring. 

The hills and rocks attend my doleful lay, 

Why art thou prouder and more 1 than e . 
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The bleating ſheep with my complaints agree, 
They. parch'd with heat, and I enflam'd by thee. 
The ſultry Sirius burns the thirſty plains, | 
While in thy heart eternal winter reigns. 
Where ſtray ye, Muſes, in what lawn or grove, 
While your ALEx1s pines in hopeleſs love? 
In thoſe fair fields where ſacred Ifis glides, 
Or elſe where Cam his winding vales divides? 
As in the cryſtal ſpring I view my face, 
Freſh riſing bluſhes paint the wat'ry'glaſs ; 
But ſince thoſe graces pleaſe thy eyes no more, 
I ſhun the fountains which I ſought before. 
Once I was {kill'd in ev'ry herb that grew, 
And ev'ry plant that drinks the morning dew: 
Ah wretched ſhepherd, what avails thy art, 
To cure thy lambs, but not to heal thy heart 
Let other ſwains attend the rural care, 
Feed fairer flocks, or richer fleeces ſhare: 
But nigh yon' mountain let me tune my lays, 
Embrace my Love, and bind my brows with bays, 
That flute is mine which CoLin's tuneful breath 
Inſpir d when living, and bequeath'd-in death: 
He ſaid; ALEx1s, take this pipe, the ſame | 
That taught the groves my Ros AlIx DAs name: 
But now the reeds ſhall hang on yonder tree, 
For ever ſilent, ſince. defpis'd by thee. 1 
Oh! were I made by ſome transforming pow'. 5 
The captive bird that ſings within thy bow'r! 


Then might my voice thy liſt ning ears employ, | 
And I thoſe kiſſes he receives, enjoy. avant 

And yet my numbers pleaſe the rural throng; 
Rough Satyrs dance, and Pay applauds the ſong: N 
The N ymphs torſaking:ey:ny cave and ſpring, [#0 £ 
Their early fruit, and milk- white turtles bring; x 
Each am'rous nymph prefers her gifts in vain, - 
On you their gifts are all beflaw'd again. 
For you the ſwains the faireſt flow'rs deſign, - 
And in one garland all their beauties join; 
Accept the wreath which you deſerve alone. 
In whom all beauties are compris'd in one. 

See what delights in ſylvan ſcenes appear! 
Deſcending Gods have found Elyzium here. 
In woods bright Venus with Anonis ſtray d. 
And chaſe D1ana haunts the foreſt-ſhade.. 
Come, lovely nymph, and bleſs the filent hours, 
When ſwains from ſheering ſeek their nightly bowrs ; 
When weary reapers quit the ſultry field, 
And crown'd with corn, their thanks to Ceres yield. 
This harmleſs grove no lurking viper hides, 
But in my breaſt the ſerpent Love abides. 
Here bees from bloſſoms ſip the roſy dew, 
But your ALEx1s knows no ſweet but you. 
Oh deign to viſit our forſaken ſeats, 
The moſly fountains, and the green retreats! 
Where: e er you walk, cool gales ſhall fan the olade, 
Trees, where you ſit, ſhall crowd into a ſhade; 
3 | | Where. 
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6 S U M M E R. 
Where-e'er you tread; the bluſhing flowers ſhall riſe 


And all things flouriſh where you turn your eyes. 

Oh! how I long with you to paſs my days, | 

Invoke the Mules, and reſound your praiſe 

Your praiſe the birds ſhall chaunt in ev'ry grove, - 

And winds ſhall waft it to the pow'rs above. 

But would you fing, and rival Oxenzvs' ſtrain, 

The wond'ring foreſts ſoon ſhould dance again, 

The moving mountains hear the pow'rful call, 

And headlong ſtreams hang liſt ning in their fall ! 
But ſee, the ſhepherds ſhun the noon-day heat, 

The lowing herds to murm'ring brooks retreat, 

To cloſer ſhades the panting flocks remove; 

Ye Gods! and is there no relief for Love? 

But ſoon the ſun with milder rays deſcends _ 

To the cool ocean, where his journey ends: 2 ba 

On me Love's fiercer flames for ever prey, 

By night he ſcorches, as he burns by day. 
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By Nr. P O P E. 


BENE ATH the ſhade a reading B Beech diſplays, 
Hr1as and oom ſung their rural lays; | 
This mourn'd a faithleſs, that an abſent Love, 
And Dz11a's name and Doris fill'd the grove. 
Ye Mantuan nymphs, your ſacred ſuccour bring; 
HyLas and EGO's rural lays I ſing. 

Thou“, whom the Nine with PLAUrus' wit inſpire, 
The art os TERENCE, and MtxnanvDeR's fire; 
Whoſe ſenſe inſtructs us, and-whoſe humour charms, _ 55 | 
Whoſe judgment {ways us, and whoſe ſpirit warms! li 
Oh, ſkill'd in nature! ſee the hearts of ſwains, | 3 | 


| 
Their artleſs paſſions, and their tender pains. ; 
| 
| 
| 


Now fetting Phcebus ſhone ſerenely bright, 
And fleecy clouds were ſtreak d with purple light; | 
When tuneful HyLAas with melodious moan Om. 
Taught rocks dts 2 and made the mountains groan. . 5 
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2 AUTUMN, A PASTORAL. 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away! 


To DEL14's ear the tender notes convey. 

As ſome ſad Turtle his loſt love deplores, 

And with deep murmurs fills the ſounding ſhores; 
Thus, far from DEIIA, to the winds I mourn, 
Alike unheard, unpity'd, and forlorn. 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs along! 
For her, the feather'd choirs neglect their ſong; 
For her, the limes their pleaſing ſhades deny; 
For her, the lilies hang their heads and die. 

Ye flow'rs that droop, forſaken by the ſpring, 
Ye birds that, left by ſummer, ceaſe to fing, 
Ye trees that fade when autumn-heats remove, 
Say, is not abſence death to thoſe who love? 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away! 
Curs'd be the fields that cauſe my DELIAꝰs ſtays 
Fade ev'ry bloſſom, wither ev'ry tree, 

Die ev'ry flow'r, and periſh all, but ſhe. 

What have I ſaid ? where'er my DeL1Aa flies, 

Let ſpring attend, and ſudden flow'rs ariſe; ,... _ 
Let opening roſes knotted oaks adorn, | _ 

And liquid amber drgp/from ev'ry thorn. 

Go, gentle gales, and hear my ſighs along! | 
The birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their ev'ning TY | 


The winds to breathe, the waving woods to move, 


And ſtreams to murmur, ere I ceaſe to love. 
Not bubbling fountains to the thirſty ſwain, 


Not balmy ſleep to wy rers faint wath pain, 


- 


"© 
-- 


AUTUMN, APASTORAL. 
Not ſhow'rs to larks, or ſunſhine to the bee, 
Are half ſo charming, as thy fight to me. 


Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away! 
Come, DELIA, come; ah, why this long delay? 


Thro' rocks and caves the name of DELTA ſounds, 50 


DEILIA, each cave and echoing rock rebounds. 


Ye powers, what pleaſing frenzy ſooths my mind! 
Do lovers dream, or is my Dztis kind??? 


She comes, my DETIA comes Now ceaſe my lay, 


And ceaſe, ye gales, to bear my ſighs away! 


Next ÆG ON ſurig, while Windſor groves admir'd, 


Rehearſe, ye Muſes, what yourſelf inſpir d. 


Re ſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful i 


Of perjur d Doxrs, dying I complain: 

Here where the mountains leſs ning as they riſe 

Loſe the low vales, and ſteal into the Kies 

While lab'ring oxen, ſpent with toil and heat, 

In their looſe traces from the field retreat: 

Whule curling ſmoaks from village-tops are ſeen, 

And the fleet ſhades glide o'er the duſky green. 
Reſound, ye hills, refound my mournful lay! 

Beneath yon' poplar oft 0 170 the day: 

Oft on the rind I carvd her am'rous vows, 

While ſhe with garlands hung the bending boughs: 

The garlands fade, the vows are worn away; 

So dies her love, and ſo my hopes decay. 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful ſtrain! 

Now bright Arcturus glads the teeming grain, 
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Now golden fruits on loaded hranches ſhine; 
And grateful cluſters ſwell with floods of wine; 
Now bluſhing berries. paint the yellow. grave; 
| Juſt Gods! ſhall all things yield returns but love? 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful la! 
The ſhepherds cry, “ Thy flocks are left a prey — 
Ah! what avails it me, the flocks to keeps. 
Who loſt my heart while I preſery d my ſheep? . 
Pan came, and afſk'd, what magic caus d mY ſmart,. 5 
Or what ill eyes malignant glances dart? . 
What eyes but hers, alas, have pow'r to 5 
And is there magic but what dwells in love? 


Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful ſtrains! 1 8 | 
I'll fly from ſhepherds, flocks, and flow'ry plains — . . , 
From ſhepherds, flocks and plains, I may remove, 


Forſake mankind, and all the world but love! 

I know thee, Love! wild as the raging main, 

More fell than tygers on the Lybian plain: 

Thou wert from Ætna's burning entrails torn, 

Got by fierce whirlwinds, and in thunder born! 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mourntul lay? 

Farewell, ye woods! adieu the light of day!? 

One leap from yonder cliff ſhall end my pains. 

No more, ye hills, no more reſound my ſtrains! _ 
Thus ſung the ſhepherds till th approach of night, 

The ſkies yet bluſhing with departing light, 

When falling-dews with ſpangles deck d the glade, 

And the low. ſun had lengthen d ev ry ſhade. 
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L VOI A 8. | 
Tim the muſic of that murm' ring ſpring, FOR 
Is not ſo mournful as the ſtrains you ſing, 
Nor rivers winding thro' the vales below, 
So ſweetly warble, or ſo ſmoothly 1 flow. 
Now ſleeping flocks on their ſoft fleeces lie, 
The moon, ſerene in glory, mounts the ſæy, 
While ſilent birds forget their tuneful lays, 
Oh ſing of DAPHNE 8 Nez and DAPHNE's praiſe! * 
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Behold the groves that ſhine with ſilver froſt, 

Their beauty wither d, and their verdure loſt. = 
Here ſhall I try the ſweet ALEXIS ſtrain, 

That call'd the liſt ning Dryads to the plain? 

Thames heard the numbers as. he flow'd along, 

And bade his willows learn the moving ſang. 


XII. J 


2 WINTER, APASTORAL.. 


LYCIDAS. 


So may kind rains their vital moiſture yield, 
And ſwell the future harveſt of thy field. 
Begin; this charge the dying Dar HNE gave, 

And ſaid, «Ye ſhepherds, ſing around my grave!" 
Sing, while beſide the ſhaded tomb I mourn, 
And with freſh bays her rural e gi adorn. 


TRT RAS 13. 


Ye gentle Muſes leave your cryſtal ſpring, 
Let Nymphs and Sylvans cypreſs garlands bring; 
Ye weeping Loves, the ſtream with myrtles hide, 
And break your bows, as when Apoxis dy . 
And with your golden darts, now uſeleſs on. 
Inſcribe a verſe ori this relenting ſtone: 
Let nature change, let heav'n and earth deplore, re 
« Fair DAPRHNE's dead, and love 1 is now no more 

Tis done, and nature's various charms BOP + 17510 
See gloomy clouds obſcure the cheerful day ! 


Now hung with pearls the dropping trees appear, wo. 


Their faded honours ſcatter'd on her bier. 
See, where on earth the flow' ry glories lie, 


With her they flouriſh'd, and with her they die, | 2 2 


Ah what avail the beauties nature wore? , _ 
Fair Darnne's dead, and beauty is no more! 


For her, the flocks refuſe their verdant food, i | 5 


Nor thirſty heifers ſeek the gliding flood. 
The filver ſwans her hapleſs fate bemoan, 


In notes more fad than when they ſing their own; 


x7 
J. 


©7991 0! 101 ef 


= 


WINTER;APASTORAL., q 


In As eee bes- dh se e MN O SH o fwll 

Silent, or only to her name rtplies, E Nd 
Her name with pleaſure once ſhe . the alin 

Now Dar HNE's dead, and pleaſure is no more! 

No grateful des deſcend; from ev ning ſkies, | 
Nor morning odours fromthe flows ariſe; O08 oil I 
No rich perfumes refreſh-the fruitful field; + {i 
Nor fragrant herbs their-native incenſe yield. $ 
The balmy Zephyrs, ſilent ſince her death, 
Lo the ceaſing of 4 {weeter breath ; 5 

h' induſtribus bees neplett their golden We; 5 | 
js Darnxe's dead, aud ſweetneſs is no more! 88 | | 


No more tlie mounting lirks, while Daring ſings, - IS 5 | 
Shall liſning in mid alr fuſpend . lj 
No more the'nightingates repeat her lays, 5 {i 
Or huſh'd with wonder, EW from the ſprays: 5 : 1 
No mofe the ſtreams. their mprmurs Thall forbear, 1 We ay 
A ſweeter muſic than their own to hear. | 
But tell the reeds, and tell the vocal ſhore, * _ | 
Fair Daynnz's dead, and mulic is no more! Pp 4 W || 

Her fate is whiſper d by the gentle breeze, 211 If 
And told in ſighs to all the trembling trees 
The trembling trees, in evry plain and wood. Pil L. 


Her fate remurmur to the ſilver flood; 

The ſilver flood, ſo lately calm, appears 

Swell'd with new paſſion, and o erflows with tears; 
The winds and trees and floods her death wa 1 
DarHNE, our grief! our glory now no more! 

5 | But 


4 WINTER, APASTORAT/ 


But ſce! where Dayanz wond ring mounts 1 
Above the clouds, above the ſtarry ſæ y; 
Eternal beauties grace the eee ITY iq dv oc 151 
Fields ever freſh; and groves for ever =. J wor 
There while. you reſt in Amaranthine-bow'rs, ''' . 
Or from thoſe meads ſelect upfadingitonrs,” © Mitrtom 15/7 
Behoid us kindly who your name implore 
DAPHNE, our 1 and mm moret- 1©] 


IIC 8. 3 | 

How all things lifes] while thy Muſe ing! 
Such ſilence waits on Philomela's ſtrains, 80 
In ſome ſtill ev ning, when the whiſp ring breeze : 
Pants on the leaves, and dies upon the trees. > 
To thee, bright goddeſs, oft a lamb ſhall bleed, 
If teeming ewes increaſe my fleecy breed. Nut 0 
While plants their ſhade, or flow'rs their odours N 
Thy name, thy honour, and thy PF. ſha Wel. 12 


RPA 
See pale Orion ſheds unwholefome FR T5 3 

Ariſe, the pines a noxious ſhade diffuſe; FP 154 1 
Sharp Boreas blows, and Nature feels decay, S 9494 

Time conquers all, and we muſt Time . 

Adieu ye vales, ye mountains, ſtreams and groves, > 
Adieu ye ſhepherd's rural lays and loves; 

Adieu my flocks, farewell ye ſylvan crew, 

Darans farewell, and all the world adieu! 
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N theſe 8 ſolitudes and awful cells, 7 

Where heav'nly-penſive, Contemplation dwells, | 

And ever-muſing Melancholy reigns; 5 
What means this tumult in a Veſtal's veins? 


Why rove my thoughts beyond this laſt retreatꝰ 


Why feels my heart its long forgotten heat? 
Yet, yet I love From ABELARD it came, 
And ETois yet malt kiſs the name. 


Dear fatal name! reſt ever unreveal'd, 
Nor pals theſe lips, in holy ſilence ſeal'd: 
Hide it, my heart, within that cloſe diſguiſe, 
Where mix'd with God's his lov'd idea lies : 
Ob write it not, my hand——the name appears 
Already written——waſh it out, my tears 
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2 FEI OIS A ro ABELARD: 


In vain loſt ELo1sa weeps and prays, 
Her heart ſtill dictates, and her hand obeys. 


Relentleſs walls! whoſe darkſome round contains 
Repentant ſighs, and voluntary pains: 5 

Ye rugged rocks! which holy knees have worn; 

Ye grots and caverns ſhagg'd with horrid thorn; 
Shrines ! where their vigils pale-ey'd virgins keep, 
And pitying ſaints, whoſe ſtatues learn to weep ! 

Tho' cold, like you, unmov'd and filent grown, 

I have not yet forgot myſelf to ſtone. 

Heav'n claims me all in vain, while he has part, 

Still rebel nature holds out half my heart; 
Nor pray rs nor falls its ſtubborn pulſe reſtrain, . 
Nor tears, for ages taught to flow in Vain. 1 


Soon as thy letters trembling i; 

That well-known flame andes nen Wee | 

Oh name for ever fd! for Ever dear! el yg 80 
Still breath'd in ſighs, ſtill uſher d with tay 0¹ 1 197 19% 
I tremble too where'er my own'Ifind ; ea DAL 
Some dire misfortune follows cloſe behind. 5 

Line after line my guſhing Sha oferflow, . I 
Led thro a ſad variety of woe: DS 
Now warm in love, now with ring in thy Beem. 
Loſt in a convent's ſolitary gloom! _ FI 
There ſtern religion quench d th unwilling 9 
There dy'd che beſt of paſſions, Love and Fame. 


4 1 Yet 


s 4.4 
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ELO ESA TO ABELARD. 3 


Yet write, oh write me all, that I may join 
Griefs to thy griefs, and echo ſighs to thine. 
Nor foes nor fortune take this pow'r a wwyxß 
And is my As EL AB leſs kind than they 7 

Tears ſtill are mine, and thoſe I need not ſpare, 
Love but demands what elſe were ſhed in pray'r z/. 
No happier taſk theſe faded eyes purſue; 
To read and weep. i is all they now can do. 
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Then ſhare thy pain, allow chat ſad relief; 
Ah! more than ſhare it! give me all thy Fs 
Heav'n firſt taught letters for ſome wretch's Mae 0 
Some baniſh'd lover, or ſome captive maid.: 
They live, they ſpeak, they. breathe what love . 
Warm from the ſoul, and faithful to its fires, . | 
The. virgin's wiſh without her fears impart, 5 
Excuſe the bluſh, and pour out all the heart, te, F 
Speed the ſoft intercourſe from, ſoul to ſoul, 
And wait a ſigh from Indus to the Pole. 


— 4 
— n — 


4 


— adorns 
\ — ñ — 
— v ů ů ;· rod p ů¶ů —— 


r 


f 
i! 
4 


: Thou know'ſt how guiltleſs firſt I met thy flame 
: When love approach'd me under friendſhip” 8 name; . 
My fancy form'd thee of angelic kind, 
1 Some emanation of th all-beauteous mind. 
Thoſe ſmiling eyes, attemp'ring ev'ry ray, 
Shone ſweetly lambent with cceleſtial day. 
Guiltleſs I gaz'd; Heav'n liſten d while you ſung, 
And truths divine: came erp from that tongue. 
II. - eee From 


A ELOISA ro ABELARD. 


From lips like thoſe what precept fail'd to move? 
Too ſoon they taught me twas no fin to love: 
Back thro' the pleaſing paths of ſenſe I ran, 
Nor wiſh'd an angel whom I lovd a man. 
Dim and remote the Joys of ſaints I fee; 
Nor envy them that heav'n I loſe for thee. 


How oft, when preſs d to marriage, have I ſaid; 
| Curſe on all laws but thoſe which love has made; 
Love, free as air, at Tight of human ties, 
Spreads his light witits, and in a moment flies. 
a wealth: Let honour, wait the wedded dame, 
guſt her deed, and facred be her —_—: 
— true paſſion all thoſe views remove, 
Fame, wealth, and honour! what are, you to love. ? 
The jealous god, hben we e profane his fires, Wk = | 
And bids them Hake uhren mortals groan, 
Who ſeek in love for aught but love alone. 
Should at my feet the world's gręat maſter fall, N 
Himſelf, his throne, his world, I'd. ſcorn 'em all: 9] #77 
Not Cxsar's empreſs would I deign to prove; ' 
No, make me miltreſs to the man I love: 
If there be yet another name, more free, 
More fond than miſtreſs, make me that to thee! 
Oh happy. ſtate, when ſouls each other draw, 
When love is liberty, and nature law: - | | 
All then is full, poſſeſſing and poſſeſs d. 
No craving void left aking in the breaſt: 


Ev'n 


ELOISA TO ABEI'ARD. . * 


Ev'n thought meets thought, ere from the lips it part, 
And each warm wiſh ſprings mutual from the heart.” 
This ſure is bliſs (if bliſs on earth there de, 4 
And once the lot of Abt LARD and me. 


Alas, how chang/d! 110 ſudden horrors riſe! 10 
A naked lover bound and bleeding lies ! 
Where, where was ELo1sEg? her voice, her hand, 
Her poniard, had oppos'd the dire command. 
Barbarian, ſtay ! that bloody ſtroke reſtrain ; 
The crime was common, common be the pain. 
I can no more ; by ſhame, by rage ſuppreſs'd, 
Let tears, and burning bluſhes ſpeak the reſt. 


Canſt thou forget that ſad, that ſolemn day, 
When victims at you! altar's foot we lay ? 
Canſt thou forget what tears that moment fell, 
When, warm in youth, I bade the world farewell ? 
As with cold lips I kiſs d the ſacred veil, 
The ſhrines all trembled, and the lamps grew pale; 
Heav'n ſcarce believ'd the conqueſt it ſurvey'd, 
And ſaints with wonder heard the vows I made. 
Yet then, to thoſe dread altars as I drew, 
Not on the croſs my eyes were fix'd, but you: 
Not grace, or zeal, love only was my call, 2 
And if I loſe thy love, I loſe my all. „ 
Come ! with thy looks, thy words, relieve my woe; 
Thoſe {till at leaſt are left thee to beſtow. | 

Cn Still 


6 ELOISATOABELAR D. 


till on that breaſt enamour d let me lie, 
Still drink delicious poiſon from thy eye, 

Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart be preſs d; 
Give all thou canſt and let me dream the reſt. 
Ah no! inſtruct me other joys to prize, 
With other beauties charm my partial eyes, 
Full in my view ſet all the bright abode, + — 
And make my ſoul quit ABELARD for Gov. 


Ah think at leaſt thy flock deſerves thy care; 
Plants of thy hand, and children of thy pray'r. 
From the falſe world in early youth they fled, 
By thee to mountains, wilds, and deſerts led. 
You rais d theſe hallow'd walls; the deſert {mil'd, 
And paradiſe was open'd in the wild. 

No weeping orphan ſaw his father's ſtores 
Our ſhrines irradiate, or emblaze the floors; 
No filver ſaints, by dying miſers given, 
Here brib'd the rage of ill-requited heav'n : 
But ſuch plain roots as piety could raiſe, 
And only vocal with the Maker's/praiſe. 
In theſe lone walls (their day's eternal bound), 
Theſe moſs-grown domes with ſpiry turrets crown'd, 
Where awful arches make a noon-day wand 
And the dim windows ſhed a ſolemn Rp 
Thy eyes diffus'd a reconciling ray: 
And gleams of glory brighten'dall the Ac 
But now no face divine contentment wears, 
Tis all blank fadneſs, or continual tears. 
| See 


— 


E LOIS A To ABE LARP. 7 


See how the force of others pray'rs I try: 
(Oh pious fraud of am rous cnarity mm. 

But why ſhould I on others pray'rs nid "6; 1 Y 
Come thou, my father, brother, huſband, friend! Suu Tv = 
Ah let thy handmaid, ſiſter, daughter move. A 
And; all thoſe tender names in one, thy love! 

The darkſome'pines that o'er yon rocks reclin'd, 

Wave high, and murmur to the hollow wind, 

The wand'ring ſtreams that ſhine between the hills, 

The grots that echo to the tinkling rills, 

The dying gales that pant upon the trees, 

The lakes that quiver to the curling breeze; 

No more theſe ſcenes my meditation aid, — 9 BG 36 
Or lull to reſt the viſionary maid. LIT OPY 
But o'er the twilight groves and duſky caves, © 
Long-ſoundiny ifles, and intermingled graves," Ol DBLP. 
Black Melancholy fits, and round her throws © 500 07 
A death-like filence and a dread repoſ 

Her gloomy preſence ſaddens all the ſcene, 

Shades ev'ry flow'r, and darkens ev'ry green, 
Deepens the murmur of the falling floods, : =_ 
And breathes a browner horror on the woods. 
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Yet here for ever, ever muſt I ſtay; 
Sad proof how well a lover can obey ! | | ! 
Death, only death, can break the laſting chain; = | [i 
And here ev'n then ſhall: my cold duſt remain; s I 
Here all its frailties, all its flames reſign, - | | 

And wait, till tis no fin to mix with thine. 


ME” 


8 EL OIS AT ABELARD. 


Ah wretch; believ'd the ſpouſe of Gop in vain, 
Confeſs'd within the ſlave of love and man. 
Aſſiſt me, Heav'n!—but whence aroſe that pray'r? 

Sprung it from piety, or from deſpair ? 

Ev'n here, where frozen chaſtity retires, 

_ Love finds analtar for forbidden fires. 
I ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought ; 
I mourn the lover, not lament the fault; 
I view my crime, but kindle at the . 
Repent old pleaſures, and ſolicit new: 
Now turn'd to heav'n, I weep my paſt offence, : 
Now think of thee, and curſe my innocence. _ 
Of all affliction taught a lover yet, 

Tis ſure the hardeſt ſcience to forget! ! 

How ſhall I loſe the fin, yet keep the ſenſe, 

And love th' offender, | yet deteſt th offence ? 

How the dear object from the crime remove, 

Or how diſtinguiſh penitence from love? 
Unequal taſk, a paſſion to reſign 

For hearts ſo touch d, ſo pierc d, ſo loſt as mine. 
Ere ſuch a ſoul regains its peaceful ſtate, . 
How often muſt it love, how. often hate! 

How often hope, deſpair, reſent, regret, 

Conceal, diſdain—do all things but forget. 

But let heav'n ſeize it, all at once tis fir d, 

Not touch'd, but rapt; not waken'd, but infpir'd ! 
Oh come ! oh teach me nature to ſubdue, 
Renounce my love, my life, myſelf —and you. 
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Fill my fond heart with God alone, for he 
Alone can rival, can ſucceed to thee. 


How happy is the blameleſs Veſtal's lot! 
The world forgetting, by the world forgot: 
Eternal ſun-ſhine of the ſpotleſs mind! 

Each pray r accepted, and each wiſh reſign' d; 
Labour and reſt, that equal periods keep, 
Obedient ſlumbers that can wake and weep; 
Deſires compos d, affections ever even! 
Tears that delight, and ſighs that waft to heav * 
Grace ſhines around her with ſereneſt beams, 


And whiſp'ring angels prompt her golden dreams, 5 


For her the ſpouſe prepares the bridal ring, 
For her white virgins Hymeneals ſing, | 
For her th' unfading roſe of Eden blooms, | 


And wings of ſeraphs ſhed divine perfumes ; 


Jo ſounds of heav'nly harps ſhe dies away, 


And melts in viſions of eternal day. 


Far other 9 my erring ſoul employ, 
Far other raptures of unholy joy. 
When at the cloſe of each ſad, 8 day, 
Fancy reſtores what vengeance ſnatch'd away, 
Then conſcience ſleeps, and leaving nature free, 
All my looſe ſoul unbounded ſprings to thee. 
O curs'd, dear horrors of all-conſcious night ! 
How glowing guilt exalts the keen delight ! 
8 D 
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Provoking Dæmons all reſtraint remove, 

And ſtir within me evry ſource of love. 

I hear thee, view thee, gaze oer all thy charms, 
And round thy phantom glue my claſping arms. 
Iwake: no more I hear, no more I view ; 

The phantom flies me, as unkind as you. 

I call aloud; it hears not what I ſay : 

I ftretch my empty arms; it glides away. 

To dream once more I ye my willing eyes : : 

Ye ſoft illuſions, dear deceits, ariſe! 

Alas, no more !|——methinks we wand” ring go 
Thro' dreary waſtes, and weep each other's woe, 
Where round ſome mould ring towr pale Ivy creeps, 
And low-brow'd rocks hang nodding or the deeps. 
Sudden you mount, Jou beckon from the ſkies; 
Clouds interpoſe, waves roar,. and winds ariſe. 

I ſhriek, ſtart up, the ſame ſad proſpect find, 

And wake to all the griels I left behind, 


For thee the fates, ſeverely kind, ordain 
A cool ſuſperiſe from pleaſure and from pain! 
Thy life a long, dead calm of fix'd repoſe; 
No pulſe that riots, and no blood that glows. 
Still as the ſea, ere winds were taught to blow, 
Or moving ſpirit bade the waters flow ; 
Soft as the ſlumbers of a ſaint forgiv' n, 
And mild as PP king glearns of 3 promis d heav' 0 
| | Come, 


ON. | 0 
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©, 


Stain all my ſoul, and wanton in my eyes; 
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Come, ABELARD! fof what haſt thou to dread a 
The torch of Venus burns not for the dead. 
Nature ſtands check d; Religion diſapproves; 
Ev'n thou art cold et ET OISA loves. 

Ah hopeleſs, laſting flames! like thoſe that burn 
To light the dead, and warm thi unfruitful urn. 


What ſcenes appear, where'er E turn my view !: 
The dear ideas where I fly, purſue, 


Riſe in the grove, before the altar riſe, 


I waſte the matin lamp in ſighs for thee, 

Thy image ſteals between my God and me. 

Thy voice T ſeem in ev'ry hymm to hear, 

With ev'ry bead I drop too ſoft. a tear. 

When from the cenſer clouds of fragrance roll, 
And ſwelling organs lift the riſing ſoul, 

One thouglit of thee Puts all the pomp to fliglit, 
Prieſts, tapers, temples, ſwim before my fight: 
In ſeas of flame my plunging ſoul is drown'd, | 
While altars blaze; and angels tremble; round. 1 


| While proſtrate here in humble grief I. lie, 
Kind, virtuous drops juſt gath'ring ; in my eye. = 
While praying, trembling, in the duſt I roll, 4 
And dawning: grace is op ning on my foul : 
Come, if thou darſt, all charming as thou art! 
9 thyſelf to heavn; diſpute my heart: ny 1 
2 „ Come, ö 4 
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Come, with one glance of thoſe deluding eyes 
Blot out each bright idea of the ſłki es 
Take back that grace, thoſe ſorrows, and e | 
Take back my fruitleſs penitenceiand-pray'rs 75 107 
Snatch me, juſt mounting, from the bleſt abode; > 0) 1! / 
Aſſiſt the n Godb! 5 2&4 3dolf + 


Riſe Alps between us! and whole oceans roll! ' 
Ah, come not, write not, think not once of me, 


N 
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Nor ſhare one pang of all I felt for the. 
. Thy oaths I quit; thy memory reiz 
Forget, renounce; me, hate whate er was mine. 5 
Fair eyes, and tempting looks, (which Vet I view 5 [7 
Long lov'd, ador'd ideas, all adieu;+', | 4 thy 
O grace ſerene !-oh virtue heavnly fair! = 3} no 
Divine oblivion of low- thoughted care! 11 Hind 


Freſh blooming hope, gay daughter of the fy 1: 

And faith, our early immortality ! ! a aftor 
, Enter each mild. each {amicable gueſts - amet 10 en- 81 

Receive, and wrap me in eternal reſt! 10 gls dlid d! 


See in her cell ſad Eos fpread, OG lick 16 
Propt on ſome tomb, A neighbour. ot - the CY b wc 
In each low wind methinks & ſpirit Falls, Terq oliq W 
And more than Echoes talk along the Walls. IW6D F — \ 


L Here, as I watch'd the. dying lamps around,” = 
| F rom n_ yonder {hrine I heard a hollow- Wan 440 
1 | FO, ' | | : Come. 

"4s 
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Come, ſiſter, come! (iti faidꝭ or ſcmid to ſay) 

« Thy place is here, ſad:{ifter, come a Cwry !! 

Once like thyſelf; I trembledꝭ wept, and pray d, 
Loves victim tlien, tho now a ſainted mad: 28015 
But all is calm in this eternal ſleep : IT 
Here grief forgets 46:{round,: aldloweſtowedgn - tri 

* Ev'n Superſtition loſes ev ry fear: 

For God, not man, abſolves our fräileies here.” 


I come, I come! prepare your roſeate bow'rs, 
Celeſtial palms, and ever- blooming flow Is. 
Thither, where ſinners may have reſt,. I go, 
Where flames refin d in breaſts ſeraphie glow. : 
Thou, AzeLarD! the laſt ſad office pay, 
And ſmooth my paſſage to the realms-of day; 
See my lips tremble, and my eye- balls roll, 
Suck my laſt breath, and catch the flying. Galt 
Ah no in ſacred veſtments mayit thou ſtand. 
The hallow'd taper trembling in thy hand, 
Preſent the croſs before my lifted eye, 
Teach me at once, and learn of mei to die. 
Ah then, thy once lov'd/Ea,o1s 4a; ſeg! 
It will be then no crime: to gaze on me. | 
See from my cheek the tranſient; roſes, fly! 
See the laſt ſparkle languiſh. in mx xI e! 
Till ev'ry motion, pulſe, and breath, be oer; B 
And evn my AB#LA2 0, belle d no more. 
O Death all eloquent! you only pr yt 
What duſt we doat on, when tis man we love, W ri 
i i via 2100 Hiw coor amet-! Then 


do. —_ "x LL 
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Then too when fate ſhall thy fair frame ee 
(That cauſe of all my guilt and all my joy) 
In trance extatic may thy pangs be drowni d. 
Bright clouds deſcend, and angels watch thee round, 
From op'ning ſkies may ftreaming glories ſhine, 
And ſaints embrace thee * a. * mine. 10178 


May one kind grave unite . . name, + 
And graft my love immortal on thy fame | 
Then, ages hence, when all my woes. are Oer, 
When this rebellious heart ſhall beat no more; 

It ever chance two wand' ring lovers brings 

To PaRrAcLETE's White walls and filver ſprings, 
Oer the pale marble! ſhall they join their heads, 
And drink the falling tears each other ſheds ; 
Then ſadly ſay, with mutual pity "mov'd, 
Oh may we never love as theſe have lovd” 
From the full quire when loud Hoſannas riſe,” 
And ſwell the pomp of dreadful ſacrifice, 
Amid that ſcene, if ſome relenting eye 

Glance on the ſtone where our cold relicks lie, 
Devotion's ſelf ſhall ſteal a thought from heav'n,- 
One human tear ſhall' drop, and be forgivn. a 

And ſure if fate ſome future bard ſhall 17 5 r e 
In fad ſimilitude of griefs to mite 
Condemn'd whole years in end to  deplore, £17 
And image charms he muſt behold no more,; 
Such if there be, who loves ſo long, ſo Wear” 
Let him our ſad, our tender ſtory tell; e 
| The well- ſung woes will ſoothe my * ghoſt; 

Hie beſt can paint them, who an t feel them mol. 


oY 


— I ——— — —¾ — m — — 4 — 


F rr re OOO 
- ho 


— 


d- ** . — 


, 


-— GAS df 


— — 


SD 


e 


! 


624 3, 


7 
C2 K 


N 


* = 
<< 


v1, 
1 f” 


7 


7. 
4 


= 


2 


* 
DLL 
a= 


#4 
„ 


. 
* 
- 
"3 


i - of 
ENS LILIES 
. mY 1 


5 
= 
_ 
> 
C4 
" yy 
* 
4 


5 


London Publerhid nu 1:2187 by Aue. Nun nau, Cl. Street Holborn 


By. Mr: EATER NOS 4 
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A a this vadivg Seed 7 ſudden Bang 1 E 
That wings my Pulſe, and ſhoots from Ts to Vein! p 
What mean, regardleſs of yon Midnight Bell. 
Theſe earth-born Viſions ſaddening oer my Cel 

What ſtrange Diſorder prompts theſe Thoughts to gw Pe 
Theſe Sighs to murmur, and theſe ere n 5. 1110 ; 
'Tis ſhe, *tis ELo1s4a's Form reſtor d,. = B19 . 
Once a pure Saint, and more than Saints . dz | 
She comes in all her killing Charms ohren: 
Glares thro' the Gloom, and pours upon my Breaſt; | 
Bids Heaven's bright Guard from PRACLRTE remove, 8 
And ay me back to Miſery and. Love. Bf 


Enjoy thy T bs. dear Illuſion! ſee 5 
This ſad Apoſtate from his God to thee; 
See, at thy Call, my guilty Warmths return, 
Flame thro my Blood, and ſteal me from my Urn. 
Yet, yet, frail ABELARD! one Effort try, 
Ere the laſt lingering Spark of Virtue die: 
The deadly charming Sorcereſs controul, 


And, tpite of Nature, tear her from thy Soul. n JEET 
Ve =. | eee 
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Long has that Soul in theſe unſocial Woods, 
Where Anguiſh muſes, and where Horror broods, 
From Love's wild viſionary Wiſhes ſtray d, 

And ſought to loſe thy Beauties in the Shade, 
Faith dropt a Smile, Devotion lent her Fire, 
Woke the keen Pang, and ſanctify d Defire ; 

Led me enraptur d to the bleſt Abode, 

And taught my Heart to glow with all its God. 
But oh, how Weak fair Faith and Virtue prove, 
When ELonra melts away in Love! 
When her fond Soul impaſſion d, rapt, unveil'd, 
No Joy forgotten, and no Wiſh conceal'd, 
Flows thro? her Pen as Infant Softneſs free, 
And fiercely ſprings in Ecſtaſies to me. 4 
Ye Heavens! as walking in yon ſacred Fane, 
With every Seraph warm in every Vein, 

Juſt as Remorſe had rous'd an aching Sigh, 
And my torn Soul hung trembling in my Eye, 
In that kind Hour thy fatal Letter came, 

FE ſaw, I gaz d, I ſhiver'd at the Name; 

The conſcious Lamps at once forgot to | ak 
Prophetic Tremors ſhook the hallow'd Shrine; 
Prieſts, Cenſers, Altars, from thy Genius fled, 
And Heaven itſelf ſhut on me white I read. 


Dear ſmiling Miſchief! art thou ftill the ſame, 
The ſtill pale Victim of too ſoft a Flame 
Warm, as when firſt with more than mortal Shine 


Each melting Eye-ball mix'd thy Soul with mine? 


Have 


"ABELARD' ro ELOHFSA. 


Have not thy Tears for ever taught to flow, 

The Glooms of Abſence; and the Pangs of Woe, 
The Pomp of Sacrifice, the whiſper'd Tale, 

The dreadful Vow yet hovering oer thy Veil, 
Drove this bewitching Fondneſs from thy Breaſt ? 
Curb'd the looſe With, and form'd each Pulſe to reſt ? 
And canſt thou ſtill, ſtill bend the ſuppliant Knee 
To Love's dread Shrine, and weepand ſigh for me? 
Then take me, take me, lock me in thy Arms, 
Spring to my Lips, and give me all thy Charms: 
No, fly me, fly me, ſpread th impatient Sail. 
Steal the Lark's Wing, and mount the ſwifteſt Gale; 
Skim the laſt Ocean, freeze beneath the Pole; 
Renounce me, curſe me, root me from thy, Soul; 

Fly, fly, for Juſtice bares the Arm of Gd. 
And the graſp'd Vengeance only waits his N od. 


Are theſe my Wiſhes? can they thus aſpire? 
Does Phrenzy form them, or does Grace e F 
Can ABELARD, in Hurricanes of Zeal, IS 
Betray his Heart, and teach thee not to feel ? 
Teach thy enamour d Spirit to difown © 
Each human Warmth, and chill thee into Stone? 
Ah, rather let my tendereſt Accents move 
The laſt wild Tumults of unholy Love! 

On that dear boſom trembling let me lie, 
Pour out my Soul, and in fierce Raptures die, 
Rouze all my Paſſions, att my Joys anew, 
Farewell, ye Cells! ye martyr'd Saints, adieu ! 
_— Ps | 


Sleep, 
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Sleep, Conſcience, ſleep! each awful Thought be drown'd, 
And ſeven-fold Darkneſs: veil the Scene around. 
What means this Pauſe, this agonizing. Start? 
This Glimpſe of Heaven quick-ruſhing through my Heart? 
Methinks I ſee a radiant Croſs diſplay d, 
A wounded. Saviour bleeds along the Shade; 
Around th' expiring God bright Angels fly, 
Swell the loud Hymn, and open all the Sky: 
O ſave me, ſave me, ere the Thunders roll, 
And Hell's black: Cayerns ſwallow up my Saul. 


Return, ye Hours ! when, guiltleſs of a Stain, 
. My ſtrong· plum d Genius throbb'd in every Vein, 

85 When warm'd with all th EGV TIAN Fanes inſpir'd, 

All ArRENs boaſted, and all Rowe admir'd; 

My Merit in its full Meridian ſhone, | | 

Each Rival bluſhing, and each Heart my own. 

Return, ye Scenes !—ah no, from Fancy fly, - 

On Time's ſtretch'd Wing, till each Idea die, 
Eternal fly, ſince all that Learning gave, 

{Too weak to conquer, and too fond to ſave) 

To Love's ſoft Empire every Wiſh betray'd, 

And left my Laurels withering in the Shade. 

Let me forget, that while deceitful Fame | 

Graſp'd her ſhrill Trump, and fill'd it with my Name, | 

Thy ſtronger Charms, impower d by Heav'n to move 

Each Saint, each bleſt Inſenſible to Love, 

At once my Soul from bright Ambition won, 
I hugg d the Dart, I wiſh'd to be undone; 
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No more pale Science durſt my Thoughts engage; 
Inſipid Dulneſs hung on every Page; 

The Midnight Lamp no more enjoy'd its Blaze, 
No more my Spirit flew from Maze to Maze; 
Thy Glances bade Philofophy reſign 

Her Throne to thee, and every Senſe was thine. 


But what could all the Froſts of Wiſdom do, 

Oppoe'd to Beauty, when it melts in you ? 
Since theſe dark, cheerleſs, ſolitary Caves, 
| Death-breatlnng Woods, and daily-opening Ove. 5 

Misſhapen Rocks, wild Images of Woe, 
For ever howling to the Deeps below: 
Ungenial Deſarts, where no vernal Shower; 
Wakes the green Herb, or paints th' unfolding Flower; 7 
The imbrowning Glooms theſe holy Manſions dd. ö 
The night- born Horrors brooding o'er my Bed, 
The diſmal Scenes black Melancholy pours | 
Oer the ſad Viſions of enanguiſh'd Hour; 
Lean Abſtinence, wan Grief, low-thoughted Care, 
Diſtracting Guilt, and Hell's worſt Fiend, Deſpair, 
Conſpire, in vain, with all the Aids of Art, 
To blot thy dear Idea from my Heart. 


Deluſive, ſightleſs God of warm Deſire! 
Why would'ſt thou wiſh to ſet a Wretch on Fire? 
Why lives thy ſoft Divinity where Woe _ 
Heaves the pale Sigh, and Anguiſh loves to glow. l 
Fly to the Mead, the Daiſy-painted Vale, | 
Breathe in its Sweets, and melt along the Gale; 
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Fly where gay Scenes luxurious Youths employ, - 
Where every Moment fteals the Wing of Joy; 
There may ſt thou fee, low proſtrate at thy Throne, 
Devoted Slaves and Victims all thy own: 2 7 
Each Village-Swain the Turf. built Shrine ſhall 3 
And Kings — whole Hecatombs to blaze. 
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O Memory! ingenious to revive 

Each fleeting Hour, and teach the paſt to live, 
Witneſs what conflicts this frail Boſom tore! 
What Griefs I ſuffer d! and what Pangs I bore ! 
How long I ſtruggled, labour'd, ſtrove to ſave 
An Heart that panted to be ſtil] a Slave! "x07 
When Youth, Warmth, Rapture, Spirit, Love, and Flame, 
Seiz'd every. Senſe, and burnt thro all my Frame; 
From Youth, Warmth, Rapture, to theſe Wilds I fled, 
My Food the Herbage, and the Rock my Bed. 
There, while theſe venerable Cloyſters riſe 
Oer the bleak Surge, and gain upon the Skies, 
My wounded Soul indulg'd the Tear to flow 
Oer all her ſad Viciſſitudes of Woe; 
Profuſe of Life, and yet afraid to die, 
Guilt in my Heart, and Horror in my Eye, 
With ceaſeleſs Prayers, the whole Artillery given 
To win the Mercies of ofltended Heaven, 

| Each Hill, made vocal, echo'd all around, 
While my torn Breaſt knock'd bleeding on the Ground. 
Yet, yet, alas! tho' all my Moments fly 
Stain'd by a Tear, and darken d in a Sigh ; 


Tho' 
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Tho' meagre Faſts have on my Cheek —_— 

The Duſk of Death; and funk me to a Shade, 

Spite of myſelf the ftil-zmpoiſoning-Dart | 
Shoots thro' my Blood, and drinks up all my en 
My Vows and Wiſhes wildly diſagree, 

And Grace itſelf miſtakes: my God tor thee. 


Athwart the Glooms, that wrap the midnight 0 
My Erols4 ſteals upon my Eye; 
For ever riſes in the ſolar Ray, 
A Phintom brighter than the Blaze of 8 
Where: e er I go, the viſionary Gueſt 
Pants on my Lip, or ſinks upon my Breaſt; 
Unfolds her Sweets, and, throbbing to deſtroy, 
Winds round my, Heart in Luxury of J09727 --.4 
While loud Hoſannas ſhake the Shrines around, 
I hear her ſofter Accents in the Sound; 
Her Idol-heauties.on each Altar glare, 5 
And Heaven much - injur d has but half my prayer: b 
No Tears can drive her hence, no Pangs controul, 
For every Object brings her to my Soul. 


Laſt Night, reclining on yon airy Steep, 
My buſy Eyes hung brooding o'er the Deep; 
The breathleſs Whirlwinds ſlept in every Cave, 
And the ſoft Moon- beam danc d from Wave to Wave; 
Each former Bliſs in this bright Mirror ſeen, 
With all my Glories, dan d upon the Scene, 
Recall d the dear auſpicious Hour ane w, 


When my fond Soul to ELOISA flew; 
* V | | When, 
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When, with the keen ſpeechleſs Eoſtaſies oppreſt, 
Thy frantic Lover {natch'd thee to his Breaſt, 
Gaz d on thy Bluſhes arm d With every Grace, 
And ſaw. the Goddeſs beaming in thy Face! 
Saw thy wild, trembling; ardent Wiſnes move 
Each Pulſe to Rapture, and each Glance to Love. 
But lo! the Winds deſcend, the Billows roar, 

Foam to the Clouds, and burſt upon the Shore, 

Vaſt Peals of Thunder oer the Ocean roll, pry 
The Flame-wing'd Lightning gleams from Pole to Pole. | 
At once the pleafing Images withdrew, n 

And more than Horrors crowded on my viel! 22 
Thy Uncle's Form, in all his Ire array d, . 
Serenely dreadful ſtalk' d along the Shade; 
Pierc d by his Sword, I ſunk upon the Ground, 
The Spectre ghaſtly ſmild upon the Wound: 
A Group of black Infernals round me hung, | * 
And tols'd wy LL: from Tongue t to Tongue. 


Deteſted Wretch!.how impotent thy Age! 
How weak thy Malice! and how kind thy Re 
Spite of thyſelf, inhuman as thou art, 
Thy murdering Hand has left me all my Heart: 
Left me each tender, fond Affection, warm, es 
A Nerve to tremble; and an Eye to charm, 
No, cruel, cruel, exquiſite in Ill, SA 10 bs 
Thou thought 'ſt it dull Barbarity to kill!!! 
My Death had robb'd loſt Vengeance of her Tol, 
And ſcarcely warm d a x Scy thian to a Smile: . 
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With all their ſavage Myſteries of Woe; 
Taught thy unfeeling Poniard to deſtroy 
The Powers of Nature, and the Source of Joy; 
To ſtretch me on the Racks of vain Deſire, 

Each Paſſion throbbing, and each Wiſh on fire; 
Mad to enjoy, unable to be bleſt. 
Fiends in my Veins, and Hell within my Breaſt. 


Aid me, fair Faith aſi me, Grace divine! 
Ye Martyrs! bleſs me, and ye Saints! refine; - 


Ve ſacred Groves! ye Heaven- devoted Walls? 


Where Folly ſickens, and where Virtue calls; 
Ye Vows! ye Altars! from this Boſom tear 
Voluptuous Love, and leave no Anguiſh there: 
Oblivion ! be thy blackeſt Plume difplay'd 
Oer all my Griefs, and hide me in the Shade; 
And thou, too fondly idoliz d! attend, 
While awful Reaſon whiſpers in the Friend? 
Friend, did I ſay ? Immortals! what a Name! 
Can dull, cold Friendſhip own ſo wild a Flame ? 
No; let thy Lover, whoſe enkindling Eye 
Shot all his Soul between thee and the Sky, 


Whoſe Warmths bewitch'd thee, whoſe unhallow'd Song 


Call'd thy rapt Ear to die upon his Tongue, 25 
Now a rouze, while Heaven his Zeal pin 


Diviner Tranſports, and more holy Fires; 


Calm all thy Paſſions, all thy Peace reſtore, 
And teach that ſnowy Breaſt to heave no more. 
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Look on thyſelf, conſider who thou at. 


To riſe to Rapture, to diſſolve onde iger X 19111710 
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Torn from the World, within dark Cells immur'd, _ 
By Angels guarded, and by Vows ſecur d. 1 
To all that once awoke thy F ondneſs dead, | 
And Hope, pale Sarrow's laſt ſad Refuge fled; 
Why wilt thou weep, and ſigh, and melt in vain, 
Brood o'er falſe Joys, and bug th ideal Chain ? 
Say, canſt thou wiſh, that, madly wild to fly 
From yon bright Portal opening in the Sky, 
Thy ABELARD Thould bid his God adieu. | 


Ye Heavens! if to this tender Boſom ak X 
Thy mere Idea harrows up my Blood, on 
If one faint Glimpſe of ELotss can move 07 o12d\7 
The fierceſt, wildeſt Agonies of Love: N O 
What ſhall I be, when, dazzling as the Light, one 
Thy whole Effulgence flows upon my Sight? 0 oval 


And learn to be an Abheſs in thy Heart; vil; 1 005 
See, while Devotion ever- melting San cc) 637 es abs 
Pours the loud Organ throꝭ the trembling OSA bib i 


Yon pious Maids ty earthly. Wiſh diſod n. i =; 
Kiſs the dread Croſs, and.crtwyd/upon he Throne : 1 
O let thy Soul the ſacred Charge attend, oP 1 lle 10112 
Their Warmths inſpirit, and their woo 3 5 9 | 


Teach every Breaſt from every Hymn to ſteal. | is Ie" 
The Seraph's. Meckneſs, and ec Zcaly (nn vol! 


In Dreams of Heaven and lead thyſelf 1 Way] alt lle calg) 


e e 1 6 
Sint on Sedo ev eon r 56%} r. 
. 
1 4 Till 
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Till all the Glories of the bleſt abode 
Blaze on the Scene, and every Thought is God! 1 

While thus thy exemplary Cares prevail. 

And make each Veſtal ſpotleſs as her Veil, 

Th' eternal Spirit o'er thy Cell ſhall move 

In the ſoft Image of the myſtic Dove; p 

The long. loſt Gleams of heavenly Comfort bring 
Peace in his Smile, and Healing on his Wing; 

At once remove Affliction from thy Breaſt, 


Melt o'er thy So, and huſh her Pangs to reſt. : 


O that my Soul; from Love's curſt Bondage free, - 1, 9361 
Could catch the Tranſports that I urge to the!!! 
O that ſome Angels more than magic Art nei 
Would kindly tear the Hermit from his Heart! 
Extinguiſh every guilty Senſe, and leave 
No Pulſe to riot, and no Sigh to heave. 

Vain, fruitleſs Wiſh! ſtill, ſtill, the vigorous Flame 
Burſts, like an Earthquake, thro my ſhatter'd Frame; 
Spite of the Joys that Truth and Virtue prove, 

I feel but thee, and breathe not but to love: 

Repent in vain, ſcarce wiſh to be forgiven; 

Thy form my Idol, and thy Charms my Heaven, 


Yet, yet, my Fair! thy nobler Efforts try, 
Lift me from Earth, and give me to the _ 
Let my loſt Soul thy brighter Virtues feel, ' 
Warm'd with thy Hopes, and wing'd with al thy Zeal. 
And when, low bending at the hallow'd Shrine, 
Thy contrite Heart ſhall ABELARD reſign ; TOR 
OT. 3 5 
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When pitying Heaven, impatient to forgive, 
Unbars the Gates of Light, and bids thee . 
Seize on th' auſpicious Moment ere it flec, 
And alk the ſame immortal Boon for me. 


Then when theſe black rt Sevines are ger, 
And rebel Nature chills the Soul no more; 
When on thy Cheek th expiring Roſes fade, 

And thy laſt Luſtres darken in the Shade ; 
When, arm'd with quick Varieties of Pain, 

Or creeping dully flow from Vein to Vein, 

Pale Death ſhall ſet my kindred Spirit free, 
And theſe dead Orbs forget to doat on thee ; 
Some pious Friend, whoſe wild Affections glow 
Like ours, in ſad Similitude of Woe, 1 
Shall drop one tender, ſympathizing Tear, 
Prepare the Garland, and adorn the Bier: 

Our lifeleſs Reliques in one Tomb enſſirine, 
And teach thy genial Duſt to mix with mine. 


Mean while, divinely ured Toms every Stain, 
Our active Souls ſhall climb th' ethereal Plain. 
To èach bright Cherub's Purity aſpire, : 
Catch all his. Zeal, and pant with all his Fire; 
There, where no Face the Gloom nega woos; 
No Uncle murders, and no Pathon- Nw. e 00017 5: 
Enjoy with Heaven Eternity of Reſt, 
For ever dienen and lor ever nell. 
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Fax in ina wild, urknown: to public — 5 
From youth to age a rev'rend Hermit grew ; :; -. 
The moſs his bed, the cave his humble cell, 
_ His food the fruits, his drink the cryſtal well; 


Remote from man, with God he paſs'd his days; * 


Prayer all his bufineſs, all his pleaſi ure praiſe. 


A life fo ſacred Milf ſerene repoſe, 
Seem' d heav'n itſelf, till one fuggeſtion roſe: 
That vice ſhould triumph, virtue vice obey, 
This ſprung forme doubt of Providence's ſway : 
His hopes no more a certain mo. hoalt, . 


And ell Ui tenor of his foul is Joſt: on he 
IX, HO 3:19 Ig'vi 15 55 


WT. 


f * 4 "od . * 1 
; FL 
1 ”e Pais, * — N 
9 4 4 GI» 1 wrt 1 1 L 
: 1 ; 
[] * N Py , 
H E | R | I ; 
W f a 1 2 — 2.74 
= Ti N * 
g 5 WR eis 
*. 
e FL 
* 
y v : s 7 
E, : „ — 2 £ 


* 


2 1 1 | 
1 HE RMI T. 


So when a ſmooth expanſe receives impreſt 
Calm nature's-image on it's wat ry brealt, _ 
Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow, 
And ſkies beneath with anſw'ring colours glow ; 
But if a ſtone the gentle ſea divide, 
Swift ruffling circles curl on every fide, 

And glimmering fragments of a broken ſun, 


Banks, trees and ſkies, in thick diſorder run. 
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To clear this doubt, to know the world by ſight, 
To find if books or ſwains report it right; 
(For yet by ſwains alone the world he knew, 
Whoſe feet came wand'ring o'er the nightly dew) 
He quits his cell : the pilgrim-ſtaff he bore, 
And fix'd the ſcallop in his hat before: 
Then with the ſun a riſing journey went. 
Sedate to think, and watching each event. 


The morn was walled in the pathleſs graſs, 
oro ord Fo att 0. DF. £4 

And long and lone ſome was the wild to paſs; 
But when the ſouthern ſun had warm' d the day, 
A youth came poſting o'er a croſſing way; 
His raiment decent, his complexion fair, 
And ſoft in graceful ringlets wav d his hair. 
Then near approaching, Father, hail] he cryd; 
And hail, my ſon, the rey rend fire reply d:. 

Words follow'd words, from queſtion anſwer flow'd, 
And talk of various kind deceiy'd the road: 
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Till each with other pleas'd, and loth to part, 
While in their age they differ, join in heart; 
Thus ſtands an aged elm in ivy bound. 
Thus youthful ny dart as eim around. | 


Now ſunk the — ö the clofing hour! of ae, 
Came onward, mantled der with ſober gray 9e 
Nature in ſilence bid the world repoſe ;} 

When near the road a ſtately palace role: Baa 
There by the moon thro ranks of trees they paſs, 
Whoſe yerdure crown'd, their ſloping ſides of graſs. 
It chanc'd the noble malter of the dome 
Still made his houſe the ,wand'ring- juicer php mages 5 
vet ſtill the kindnels, from a thirſt of praiſe, 
Prov'd the vain flouriſh of expenſive cafe, | 

The pair arrive; the liv'ry d ſeryants wait; 
Their lord receives them at the pompous gate, 
The table groans With coſtly piles of food, 
And all is more than hoſpitably good. * 
Then led to reſt, the days long toil they drown, 
Deep ſunk in n. 121 ſilk, and 1 of Ons 


At length tis morn, and at the 5 . 
Along the wide canals the zephyrs play: 
Freſh oer the gay parterres the breeges creep, 
And ſhake the neighbouring wood to baniſh ſleep. 
Up riſe the gueſts, qbedient to the call; 
An early banquet deck'd the ſplendid hall; 
No. IX, | G Rich, 


THE: HER MI T. 


Rich, luſcious wine a golden goblet gracd, 

Which the kind maſter forc'd the gueſts to taſte. 
Then pleas'd and thankful from the porch they go; 
And, but the landlord, none had cauſe of woe; 
His cup was vaniſh'd; for in ſecret guiſe | 

The younger gueſt purloin'd the glitt ring prize. : 
As one who ſpies a ſerpent in his Way, e ant 
Gliſt ning and baſking in the ſummer ray, 
Diſorder'd, ſtops to ſhun the danger near, 

Then walks with faintnefs on, and looks with fear; 
So ſeem'd the Sire; when far upon the road, 

The ſhining ſpoil his wily partner ſhow'd. 

He ſtopp'd with ſilence, walk d with trembling heart, 
And much he wiſh'd, but durſt not aſk to part; 
Murm' ring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard, 

That gen'rous actions meet a baſe reward. 


While thus they bl the ü his ory ſhroud, 
The changing Kies hang out their ſable clouds: 
A ſound in air preſag'd approaching rain, 

And beaſts to covert ſcud acroſs the plain: 
Warn'd by the ſigns, the wand'ring pair retreat, 
To ſeek for ſhelter at a neighb'ring ſeat. | 
*Twas built with turrets on a riſing ground. 
And ſtrong, and large, and unimprov'd around ; 
Its owner's temper, tim'rous and ſevere, 
Unkind and griping, caus'd a deſert there. 


THE HERMIT. © 'J 


As near the miſer's heavy door they drew, E 
Fierce riſing guſts with ſudden fury blew : : ii 
The nimble lightning mix'd with ſhow'rs began, 
And oer their heads loud rolling thunder ran. 

Here long they knock, but knock or call in Vain, 
Driv'n by the wind, and batter'd by the rain. 

At length ſome pity warm'd the maſter's breaſt 
("Twas then his threſhold firſt receiv'd a gueſt); 
Slow creeking turns the door with jealous care, 
And half he welcomes in the ſhiv'ring pair ; 

One frugal faggot lights the naked.walls, 

And nature's fervour through their limbs recalls ; 
Bread of the coarſeſt ſort, with eager wine 
(Each hardly granted), ſerv'd them both to dine; 
And when the tempeſt firſt appear d to ceaſe, 

A ready warning bid them part in peace. 


With ſtill remark the pond'ring Hermit view'd, 5 At 

In one ſo rich, a life ſo poor and rude; | [| 
And why ſhould ſuch (within himſelf he cry'd) 
Lock the loſt wealth a thouſand want beſide ? 
But what new marks of wonder ſoon took place, 
In every ſettling feature of his face, 
When, from his veſt, the young companion bore 
That cup, the-gen'rous landlord own'd before, | 
And paid profuſely, with the precious bow], ti 
The ſtinted kindneſs of this churliſh foul ! 
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But now the clouds, in airy tumult fly. 
The ſun emerging opes an azure Iky:, | 
A freſher green the ſmelling leaves diſplay, 
And glitt'ring as they tremble, cheer the day: 9 
The weather courts them from the poor retreat, | 
And the glad maſter bolts the wary gate, 
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While hence they walk, the Pilgrim's $ ; boſom wrought. 
With all the travel of uncertain thought 5 
His partners acts, without their cauſe appear, 
Twas there a vice, and ſeem d a madneſs here: 
Deteſting that, and pitying this he goes, 
Loſt and confounded with 15 various bobs. | 


: &F 


Now night's du Madel again muste the thy, 
Again the wand'rers/ want a lodging nig 
Again they ſearch and find a place to liee . 
The ſoil improv'd around, the manſon neat, | 
And neither poorly low, nor idly great; : 5 S 
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| It ſeem'd to ſpeak its maſter's turn of mind, o on ul 

| Content, and not for praiſe, 11 virtue Kind. W. ELF 

1 ry] A 40011 
5 n ; 
{4 Hither the Nas turn with weary n I 1 
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Then bleſs the manſion, and the maſter e Y | 
Their greeting fair, beftow'd/ with modeſt 1 
I he courteous maſter 70 and n 
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Without a vain, Kite a N homes 
© Toibim who gives us all, I yield a part; 
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From him you come, for him accept it here, 

A frank and ſober, more than coſtly cheer. - 

| He ſpoke, and bid the welcome table ſpread, 

Then talk'd of virtue till the time of bed, | 
When the grave houſehold round his hall repay 
Warn d by a bell, and cloſe the hours with prayer. 


At length the world, renew'd with calm repoſe, 
Was ſtrong for toil, the dappled morn aroſe; | 
Before the Pilgrims part, the younger crept 
Near the clos d cradle where an infant ſlept, 

And writh'd his neck; the landlord's little pride, 

O ſtrange return! grew, black, and gaſp'd and dy d. 
Horror of horrors! what! his only ſon! 

How look d our Hermit wien the fact was done! 

Not hell, though hell's black jaws in ſunder part, 

And breathe blue fire, could more affault his heart. 


Confus'd, and ſtruck with filence at the deed, 
He flies, but trembling fails to fly with ſpeed. 
His ſteps the youth purſues; the country lay 
Perplex'd with roads, a ſervant ſhew'd the way ; 
A river croſs'd the path; the paſſage oer 
Was nice to find; the ſervant trod before; 
Long arms of oaks an open bridge ſupply'd, 
And deep the waves beneath the bending glide. 
The youth, who ſeem'd to watch a time to fin, 
Approach d the careleſs guide, and thruſt him in; 


5 3 ü Plunging 
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Plunging he falls, and riling lifts his head. 
Then flaſhing turns, and ſinks ng. the dead, 


Wild foarbſing, rage Atme the father's 8 cy CS, 
He burſts the bands of fear, and madly cries, _ 
Deteſted wretch——But ſcarce his ſpeech began, 
When the ſtrange partner ſeem'd no longer man: 
His youthful face grew more ſerenely ſweet; - _ 
His robe turn'd white, and flow d upon his os ; 
Fair rounds of radiant points inveſt his hair; 
Celeſtial odours breathe through purpled air; | 
And wings, whole colours: glitter d on the day, ” 
Wide-at his back, their gradual plumes FI: 
The form ethereal burſts upon his light. 

And moves in %, the mageſty « of Night: 3 


Though loud at farſt the Pilgrim's ez ion grew, 
Sudden he gaz'd, and wiſt not what to do ; 
Surpriſe in ſecret chains his words ſuſpends, | 
And in a calm His ſettling temper ends. 

But ſilence here the beauteous angel broke 
(The voice of muſic raviſh d as he ſpoke). 


S 
Ai34 * - 


Thy pray'r, thy praiſe, thy life to vice unknown, 
In ſweet memorial riſe before the throne :;. 
Theſe charms ſucceſs in our bright region . 
And force an angel down to calm thy mind. 
For this commiſſion d. I forſook the K /// 
Nay, ceaſe to kneel—Thy fellow ſervant J. 
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Then know the truth of government divine,” 
And let theſe ſcruples be no longer thine. © 
The Maker juſtly claims that world he made, 

In this the right of Providence is laid ; 

Its ſecret majeſty through all depends 

On uſing ſecond means to work his ends: 

'Tis thus, withdrawn in ſtate from human eye, | 
The Pow'r exerts his attributes on high, 

Your actions uſes, nor controls your will, 

And bids the doubting ſons of men be {till. 


What ſtrange events can ſtrike with more ſurpriſe, 


Than thoſe which lately ſtruck thy wond' ring eyes p 
Yet taught by theſe, confeſs th Almighty juſt, 
And where you can't unriddle, learn to truſt! 
The great vain man, who far'd on coſtly food; 
Whoſe life was too luxurious to be good; 
Who made his iv'ry ſtands with goblets ſhine, © 
And fore d his gueſts to morning draughts of wine, 
Has, with the cup, the graceleſs cuſtom loſt, 
And {till he welcomes, but with leſs of coſt. 
The mean, ſuſpicious wretch, whoſe bolted door 
Ne er mov d in duty to the wand'ring poor; 
With him I left the cup to teach his mind. 
That Heav'n can bleſs, if mortals will be kind. 
Conſcious of wanting worth, he views the bowl, 
And feels compaſſion touch his grateful ſoul. 
Thus artiſts melt the fullen ore of lead, _ 
With heaping coals of fire upon its head: 
IX. H 
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In the kind warmth the metal learns to glow, - df 
And looſe from droſs, the ſilver runs below. 5 lb * 
Long had our fzous friend in virtue trod. 
But now the child half wean d his heart from e | 
(Child of his age) for him he liv'd in pain, pps 
And meaſur'd back his ſteps to earth? again, _ A GY 
To what exceſſes had his dotage run! SAR 5 
But God, to ſave the father, took the ſon. "2 eee | 
To all but thee, in fits he ſeem'd to go 8 28 
(And twas my miniſtry to deal the blow): 
The poor fond parent, humbled in the duſt, 
Now owns in tears the puniſhment Was whe, . 
But how had all his fortune felt a Wreck, 
1 Had that falle ſervant ſped in ſafety, back! 
* This night his. treaſur d heaps he meant to teal,” OO 
4 And what a fund of charity would fail! . 5 = 
Thus Heaven inſtructs thy mind; this trial © en, G 
Depart in peace, relign, and fin no more. 
On ſounding pinions here the Youth ERR ; 
The Sage ſtood wond'ring as the Seraph flew; 5 
Thus look d Eliſha, when to mount on 1 
His maſter took the chariot of the ky : 
The fiery pomp aſcending left the view ; _ 1 
The prophet. gaz d, and wilh'd to fallow . 
The bending Hermit here a prayer begun, 1 
Lord! as in heaven, on earth thy will be done; 
Then gladly turning, ſought his ancient er 
And paſs d a life of piety, : and peace, 
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H E lovely young Lavinia once had friends; 
And Fortune ſmil'd, deceitful, on her birth. 
For in her helpleſs years, depriv'd of all, * 
Of ev'ry ſtay, ſave innocence and heavn; 
She with her widow d mother, feeble, old, 
And poor, lib d ina cottage, far retird 
Among the windings of a woody vale; 
By ſolitude and deep ſurrounding ſhades, 
But more by baſhful modeſty; conceald. 
Together thus they ſhunn'd the cruel ſcorn 
Which virtue, ſunk to poverty, would meet 
From giddy faſhion and low- minded pride. 
Her form was freſher than'the morning roſe, 
When the dew wets its leaves; unſtaind and pure, 
As is the lily, or the mountain fnow. - 
The modeſt virtues e in her ou, 38 
. XIII. Don RT Still 
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Still on the ground dejected, darting all 

Their humid beams into the blooming flowers; 
Or when the mournful tale her mother told, 

Of what her faithleſs fortune promis'd once, 
Thrill'd in her thought, they, like the dewy ſtar 
Of evening, ſhone in tears. A native grace 

Sat, fair- proportion d, on her poliſh'd limbs 
Veil'd in a ſimple robe, their beſt attire, 
Beyond the pomp of dreſs; for lovelineſs 

Needs not the foreign aid of ornament, 

But is, when unadorn'd, adorn'd the moſt. 
Thodughtlefs of beauty, ſhe-was beauty's ſelf,, 
Recluſe amid the cloſe- embow ring woods. 
As in the hollow breaſt, of Apennine, 
Beneath the ſhelter of encircling. hills 
A myrtle riſes, far from human eye, af £131 
And breathes its balmy fragrance oer the wildii it 
So flouriſh'd, blooming, and unſeen by all, 
The ſweet Lavin, till at length, compelld 
By ſtrong neceſlity's ſupreme command. 
With ſmiling patience in her looks, ſhe went 
To glean PALEMORN's, fields. The 1 ad 4 
PALEMON was, the generous, and the rich; 
Who led the rural life in all its joy, 

And elegance, fuch as Arcadian long 
Tranſmits from ancient uncorrupted times, 
When tyrant cuſtom had not ſhackled man, 
But free to follow Nature was the mode. 


\s 


His aged widow and his daughter live, 
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He then, his fancy with autumnal icenes 

Amuſing, chanc'd beſide his reaper- train 

To walk, when poor LAvIxIA drew 5 eye, 
Unconſcious of her pow'r, and turning quick 

With unaftected bluſhes from his gaze: 

He ſaw her charming, but he ſaw not half 

The charms her down caſt modeſty conceal d. 
That very moment love and chaſte dein 1 0111 | 
Sprung in his boſom, to-himſelf unknown; -! | 42! l 1 
For ſtill the world prevail'd, and its dread laughj, 
Which ſcarce the firm philoſopher can ſcorn, 

Should his heart'own a'gleaner in the: aan | 

And thus in ſecret to His foul he _ 


„ Bas 0 
What pity ! that 10 delicate. a ck 2120 
By beauty kindled, where enliv ning ſenſe, 
And more than vulgar goodneſs ſeem to dwell, 
Should be devoted to the rude embrace 


Of ſome indecent clown! She looks, methinks, 


Of old AcasTo's line; and to my mind 

Recals that patron of my happy life, 

From whom my libral fortune took its riſe; 

Now to the duſt gone down; his houſes, lands, 

And once fair-ſpreading family diſſol vd. 
Tis ſaid that in ſome lone obſcure retreat? 117 
Urg'd by remembrance fad, and decent pride, 
Far from thoſe ſcenes which knew their better days, 


Who m 
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; Whom yet my fruitleſs ſearch could never find. 
Romantic wiſh!—would this the daughter were F 


When, ſtrict inquiring, from herſelf he found 
She was the ſame—the daughter of his friend, 
Of bountiful Ac As ro] who can ſpeak | 
The mangled paſſions that ſurpris d his heart, 
And thro' his nerves in ſhiv'ring tranſport ran? 
Then blaz'd his ſmother'd flame, avow'd and bold; 
And as he view'd her, ardent, o'er and oer, 
Love, gratitude, and pity, wept at once. 
Confus'd, and frighten'd, at his ſudden tears, 
Her riſing beauties fluſh'd a higher bloom; 
And thus PALEMON, paſſionate, and juſt, 
Pour'd out the pious rapture of his ſoul. 


And art thou then AcasTo's dear remains? 
She, whom my reſtleſs gratitude has ſought 
Sa long in vain? Ohyes!—the very ſame, 
The ſoften'd image of my noble friend, 
Alive; his ev'ry feature, ev'ry look, 3 
More elegantly touchd. Sweeter than ſpring! 
Thou ſole ſurviving bloſſom from the root 
That nouriſh'd up my fortune, ſay Ah, where, 
In what ſequeſter'd deſert haſt thou drawn 
The kindeſt aſpect of delighted heaven? 
Into ſuch beauty ſpread, and blown ſo fair; 
Tho poverty's cold wind, and cruſhing rain. 


Beat 
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Beat keen and heavy on thy tender years? Legals! 3:5 
O let me now into a.Ticher-foil © IO 4 
Tranſplant thee ſafe; where vernal ſuns and ce, 

Diffuſe their warmeſt, largeſt influence 

And of my garden be the pride and joy 


It ill befits thee, oh it ill befits 


AcasTo's daughter his, whoſe open ſtores, 
Tho' valt, were little to his ampler heart, 

The father of a country thus to pick 

The very refuſe of thoſe harveſt fields, 

Which from his bounteous friendſhip I enjoy: 
Then throw the ſhameful pittance from thy hand, 
But ill apply'd to ſuch a rugged taſk. | 
The fields—the maſter—all, my fair, are thine, 
If to the various bleſſings which thy houſe 

Has on me laviſh'd, thou wilt add that blifs, 
That deareſt bliſs—the pow'r of bleſling thee ! 


Here ceas'd the youth; yet ſtill his ſpeaking eye 
Expreſs d the ſacred triumph of his ſoul; 
Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm 
Of goodneſs irreſiſtible, and all 
In ſweet diſorder loſt, ſhe bluſh'd conſent. 
The news immediate to her mother brought, 
While, pierc'd with anxious thought, ſhe pin'd away 
The lonely moments for Lavinta's fate. 
Amaz'd, and ſcarce believing what ſhe heard, 
Joy ſeiz d her wither'd veins, and one bright gleam 
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Of ſetting life ſhone on her evenirig-hours; 

Not leſs enraptur'd than the happy pair, 

Who flouriſh'd long in tender bliſs, and reard 

A numerous offspring, lovely like themſelves, - 
And good. the grace of all the country round, 
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TIs faid of widow; maid, and wife, -- 
That honour is a woman's life 
Unhappy Sex! who only claim 
A being 1n the breath of Fame, | 
Which tainted; not the quick ning gales 
That ſweep Sabæa's ſpicy vales, | 22: 
Nor all the healing ſweets reſtore 
That breathe along Arabia's ſhore. - 
The trav'ller,-if he chance to ſtray, 
May turn uncenſur'd to his way; 
Polluted ſtreams again are pure, 
And deepeſt wounds admit a oure ; 
But woman no redemption knows: 
The wounds of honour never cloſe! © 
Tho' diſtant ev'ry hand to guide, 
Nor ſkill'd on life's tempeſtuous tide, 
If once her feeble bark recede, 
Or deviate from the courſe decreed, 
In vain ſhe ſeeks the friendleſs ſhore, 
Her ſwifter folly flies before, 
The circling ports againſt her cloſe, 
And ſhut the wand'rer from repoſe, . 
Till by conflicting waves oppreſtt 
Her found ring pinnace ſinks to wt... 
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Are there no off rings to atone 
For but a ſingle error ? None. 
Tho' Woman is avow'd of old 
No o daughter of celeſtial mould, 
Her temp'ring not without allay, 
And form'd but of the finer clay, 
We challenge from the mortal dame 
The ſtrength angelick natures claim ; 
Nay more ; for ſacred ſtories tell 
That ev'n immortal angels fell. 

Whatever fills the teeming (| phere 
Of humid earth and ambient air 
With varying elements endu'd 
Was form'd to fall and riſe renew'd. 

The ſtars no fix'd duration know, 
Wide oceans ebb again to flow, 

The moon repletes her waining face 
All beauteous from her late diſgrace, 
And ſuns that mourn approaching night 
Refulgent riſe with newborn light. 

In vain may death and time ſubdue, 
While Nature mints her race anew, 
And holds ſome vital ſpark apart, 

Like virtue hid in ev'ry heart ; 

"Tis hence reviving warmth is ſeen 

To clothe a naked world in green; 

No longer barr'd by winter's cold, 
Again the gates of life unfold; 

Again each inſect tries his wing, 
And lifts freſh pinions on the ſpring ; 


* 


Again from-ev'ry latent root 

The bladed ſtem and tendril ſhoot, 
Exhaling incenſe to the ſkies, 
Again to periſh and to riſe. 

And muſt weak woman then di ſown 
The change to which a world is prone, 
In one meridian brightneſs ſhine 
And ne er like ey'ning ſuns decline, 
Relolv'd and firm alone ?—Is this 
What we demand of Woman? — Tes. 

But ſhould the ſpark of Veſtal fire 
In ſome unguarded hour expire, 

Or ſhould the nightly thief invade 
HESPER1A's chaſte and ſacred ſhade, 

Of all the blooming ſpoil poſſeſt, 

The dragon Honour charm'd to reſt, 

Shall virtue's flame no more return, 

No more with virgin ſplendour bura, 

No more the ravag'd garden blow | 
With ſpring's ſucceeding blollom ?—No : 
Pity may mourn but not reſtore, 

And Woman falls to riſe no more. 


Within this ſublunary ſphere 
A country lies no matter where, 
The clime may readily be found 
By all who tread poetick ground: 
A ſtream call'd Lixz acroſs it glides, 
And equally the land divides, 
And here of Vice the province lies, 
And there the hills of Virtue riſe, 
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Upon a mountain's airy ſtand, 
Whoſe ſummit look'd to either land, 
An ancient pair their dwelling choſe 

s well for proſpect as repoſe ; 
A mutual faith they long were fam d, 
And Temp'rance and Religion nam'd. 

A num'rous progeny divine 

Confeſs'd the honours of their line, 

But in a little daughter fair 

Was centred more than half their care, 

For Heav'n to gratulate her birth 

Gave ſigns of future joy to earth : 

White was the robe this infant wore, 

And CHASTIT V the name ſhe bore. 

As now the maid in ſtature grew, 

(A flower juſt op ning to the view) 

Oft' thro her native land ſhe ſtray d, 

And wreſtling with the lambkins play'd; 
Her looks diffuſive ſweets bequeath'd, 

The breeze grew purer as ſhe breath d, 

The morn her radiant bluſh aſſum d, 
The ſpring with earlier fragrance bloom'd, 

And Nature yearly took delight 

Like her to dreſs the world in white. 

But when her riſing form was ſeen 

To reach the criſis of fifteen, 

Her parents up the mountains head 

With anxious ſtep their darling led; 

By turns they ſnatch'd her to their breaſt, 
And thus the fears of age expreſt : 


« O joyful 
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« O joyful cauſe of many a care 
« O Daughter too divinely fair! 
« Mon world on this important day 
« Demands thee to a dang'rous way: — 
A painful journey all muſt go, 
Whoſe doubtful period none can know, 
4 Whoſe due direction who can find 
„Where reaſon's mute and ſenſe is blind? 
* Ah, what unequal leaders theſe 
4+ Thro' ſuch a wide perplexing maze ! 
© Then mark the warnings of the wiſe, 
And learn what love and years adviſe. 

Far to the right thy profpect bend 
Where yonder tow'ring hills aſcend ; 
«© Lo! there the arduous path's in view 
„Which Virtue and her ſons purſue, l 
With toil oer leſs'ning earth they rife, 4 
« And gain and gain upon the ſkies: | 3 
% Narrow's the way her children tread, 9 
„No walk for pleaſure ſmoothly fpread, | 
« But rough, and difficult, and ſteep, 
% Painful to climb, and hard to keep. 

“ Fruits immature thoſe lands diſpenſe, | | 
« A food indelicate to ſenſe, | g 


Ol taſte unpleaſant ; yet from thoſe 
„Pure health with cheerful vigour flows, 
And ſtrength unfeeling of decay 
Throughout the long laborious Way. 
Hence as they ſcale that heavenly road, 
Each limb is lighten'd of its load, EN. 
| „ From 
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« From earth refining ſtill they go, 

« And leave the mortal weight below, | 

« Then ſpreads the ſtraight, the doubtful clears, 

* And {mooth the rugged path appears, 

For cuſtom turns fatigue to eaſe, 

And taught by Virtue pain can pleaſe. 

At length the toilſome journey oer, 

And near the bright celeſtial ſhore, 

* A gulf black, fearful, and profound, 

Appears, of either world the bound, 

** Thro' darkneſs leading up to light; 

« Senſe backward ſhrinks and ſhuns the fight; 

* For there the tranſitory train 

« Of Time, and Form, and Care, and Pain, 

And Matter's groſs incumb ring mals, 

«© Man's late aſſociates, cannot pals, 

* But ſinking quit th' immortal charge, 
And leave the wond'ring ſoul at large, 

Lightly ſhe wings her obvious way, 

« And mingles with eternal day. 

„ Thither, O thither wing thy ſpeed, 

„Tho pleaſure charm or pain impede ! 

«© To ſuch th' all-bounteous Pow'r has giv'n 

« For preſent earth a future heav'n, 

For trivial loſs unmeaſur'd gain, 

„And endleſs bliſs for tranſient pain. 
Ihen fear, ah! fear to turn thy ſight 
Where yonder flow ry fields invite; 

Wide on the left the pathway bends, 

And with pernicious eaſe deſcends; 
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« There ſweet to ſenſe and fair to ſhow 
% New-planted Edens ſeem to blow, 
« Trees that delicious poiſon bear, 
« For death is vegetable there. 

« Hence is the frame of health unbrac'd, | 1 
t Each ſinew ſlack ning at the taſte, | 
The ſoul to paſſion yields her throne, , 


« And ſees with organs not her own, 
« While like the ſlumb'rer in the night, 2 
« Pleas'd with the ſhadowy dream of light. | | 
<« Before her alienated eyes 9 
% The ſcenes of Fairyland ariſe, 
« The puppet world's amuſing ſhow 
« Dipp'd in the gaily-colour'd bow, 
“ Sceptres, and wreaths, and glitt'ring things, 
« The toys of infants and of kings, 
„ 'That tempt along the baneful plain 
„ The idly wiſe and lightly vain, | | 
« Till verging on the gulfy ſhore 4 
Sudden they.fink and riſe no more. 
But liſt to what thy Fates declare: 
© Tho' thou art Woman frail as fair, 
“ If on thy ſliding foot ſhould ſtray, 
« Once quit yon' heav'n-appointed way, 
For thee, loſt Maid! for thee alone 
« Nor pray'rs ſhall plead nor tears atone ; 
© Reproach, ſcorn, infamy, and hate, 
« On thy returning ſteps ſhall wait, 
Thy form be loath'd by ev'ry eye, 
* Andev'y foot thy preſence fly,” 8 
VII. 8 Thus 
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Thus arm'd with words of potent ſound, 
Like guardian angels plac'd around, 

A charm by truth divinely caſt, 
Forward our young advent'rer paſt. 
Forth from her ſacred eyelids ſent, 
Like Morn, forerunning radiance went, 
While honour, handmaid late aſſign d, 
Upheld her lucid train behind. 

Aweſtruck the much-admiring crowd 

Before the virgin viſion bow'd, 

Gaz'd with an ever-new delight, 

And caught-freſh virtues at the ſight ; 

For not of earth's unequal frame 

They deem'd the heav'n-compounded dame, 
If matter ſure the moſt refin'd, 
High wrought and temper'd into mind, 
Some darling daughter of the Day, 

And body'd by her native ray. 

Where er ſhe paſſes thouſands bend, 
And thouſands where ſhe moves attend; 
Her ways obſervant eyes confels, 

Her ſteps purſuing praiſes bleſs, 
While to the elevated Maid 
Oblations as to heav'n are paid. 

"Twas on an ever-blitheſome day, 
The jovial birth of roſy May, 
When\genial warmth no more ſuppreſt 
New-melts the froſt in ev'ry breaſt, 

echeek with ſecret fluſhing dyes, 
And looks kind things from chaſteſt eyes, 
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The ſun with healthier viſage glows, 

Aſide his clouded kerchief throws, 

And dances up th' ethereal plain 

Where late he us'd to chmb with pain, 

While Nature as from bonds ſet free 

Springs out and gives a looſe to glee. 
And now for momentary reſt 

The Nymph her travell'd ſtep repreſt, 

Juſt turn'd to view the ſtage attain'd, 

And glory'd in the height ſhe gain'd. 
Outltretch'd before her wide ſurvey | 

The realms of ſweet perdition lay, 

And pity touch'd her ſoul with wo 

To ſee a world ſo loſt below, 

When ſtraight the breeze began to breathe, 

Airs gently wafted from beneath, = 

That bore commiſſion' d witchcraft thence, | q 


And reach'd her ſympathy of ſenſe; 1 
No ſounds of diſcord, that diſcloſe =_ 
A people ſunk and loſt in woes, | 
But as of preſent good poſſeſs d, 5 1 
The very triumph of the bleſs' d: 1 
The Maid in wrapt attention hung 
While thus approaching Sirens ſung : 


“ Hither Faireſt ! hither haſte, 
“ Brighteſt Beauty! come and taſte | | 
% What the powers of bliſs unfold, 3 
“ Toys too mighty to be told; | 
© Taſte what ecſtaſies they give | 
„ Dying raptures taſte, and live. | 
1 In 
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„In thy lap, diſdaining meaſure, 


Nature empties all her treaſure, 
Soft deſires that ſweetly languiſh, 


« Fierce delights that riſe to anguiſh, 
« Faireſt ! doſt thou yet delay ? 
„ Brighteſt Beauty! come away. 

« Liſt not when the froward chide, 
“Sons of Pedantry and Pride, 
* Snarlers to whoſe feeble ſenſe 
April ſunſhine is offence; 
% Age and Envy will adviſe 
« Evn againſt the joy they prize. 

« Come, in pleaſure's balmy bow] 
« Slake the thirſtings of thy ſoul, 
„Till thy raptur'd pow'rs are fainting 
„ With enjoyment paſt the painting. 
« Faireſt ! doſt thou yet delay? 
% Brighteſt Beauty! come away.” 


So ſung the Sirens, as of yore 
Upon the falſe Auſonian ſhore ; 

And O for that preventing chain 
That bound ULysszs on the main; 
That fo our fair-one might withſtand 
The covert ruin now at hand. 

The ſong her charm'd attention drew 
When now the tempters ſtood in view ; 
Curiolity with prying eyes 
And hands of buſy bold empriſe ; 
Like Hermes feather'd were her feet, 
And like forerunning fancy fleet; 
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By ſearch untaught, by toil untir'd, 
To novelty ſhe {till aſpir d, 
Taſteleſs of ev'ry good poſſeſt, 
And but in expectation bleſt. 
With her allociate Pleaſure came, 
Gay Pleaſure, frolick-loving dame 
Her mien all ſwimming in delight, 
Her beauties half reveal'd to fight, 
Looſe flow'd her garments from the ground, 
And caught the kiſſing winds around: 
As erſt Mepusa's looks were known 
To turn beholders into ſtone, 
A dire reverſion here they felt, 
And in the eye of Pleaſure melt; 
Her glance with ſweet perſuaſion charm'd, 
Unnerv'd the ſtrong, the ſteel d diſarm'd, 
No ſafety ev'n the flying find 
Who vent'rous look but once behind. 
Thus was the much-admiring Maid 
While diſtant more than half betray'd. 
With ſmiles and adulation bland 
They join'd her fide and ſeiz d her hand: 
Their touch envenom'd ſweets inſtill'd, 
Her frame with new pulſations thrill'd, 
While halt conſenting half denying, 
Reluctant now and now complying, 
Amidit a war of hopes and fears, 
Of trembling wiſhes, ſmiling; tears, 
Still down and down the winning pair 
Compell'd the ſtruggling, yielding fair. 


. . Ix ana He AAS _— - I 


' 


THE FEMALE SEDUCERS 


As when ſome ſtately veſſel, bound 
To bleſs Arabia's diſtant ground, 
Borne from her courſes haply lights 
Where Barca's flow'ry clime invites, 
Conceal'd around whoſe treach'rous land 
Lurk the dire rock and dang'rous ſand, 
The pilot warns with ſail and oar 
To ſhun the much-ſuſpected ſhore, 
In vain'; the tide too ſubtly ftrong - 
Still bears the wreſtligg bark along, 
Till found'ring ſhe reſigns to Fate, 
And ſinks o'erwhelm'd with all her freight: 
So baffling ev'ry bar to ſin, 
And Heav'n's own pilot plac'd within, 
Along the devious ſmooth deſcent, + 
With pow's increaſing as they went, 
The dames accuſtom'd to ſubdue 
As with a rapid current drew, 
And oer the fatal bounds convey d 
The loſt, the long · reluctant maid, 
Here ſtop, ye Fair Ones! and beware, 
Nor ſend your fond affections there; 
Yet, yet your darling, now deplor d. 
May turn, to you and Heav'n reſtor d; 
Till then with weeping Honour wait, 
The ſervant of her better fate, 
With Honour, left upon the ſhore, . 
Her friend and handmaid now no more; 
Nor with the guilty world upbraid 
The fortunes of a wretch betray d, U 
N But 
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But o'er her failing caſt the veil, 
Rememb ring you yourſelves are frail. 

And now from all-inquiring light 
Faſt fled the conſcious ſhades of night; 

The damſel from a ſhort repoſe 
Confounded at her plight aroſe. 

As when with ſlumb'rous weight oppreſt 
Some wealthy miſer {inks to reſt, 
Where felons eye the glitt'ring prey 
And ſteal his hoard of joys away, 

He borne where golden Indus ſtreams 

Of pearl and quarry'd diamond dreams, 

Like Midas turns the glebe to ore, | 
And ſtands all wrapt amidſt his ſtore, 

But wakens naked and deſpoild 

Of that for which his years had toil'd : 

So far d the Nymph, her treaſure flown, 
And turn's like Niobe to ſtone; 

Within, withont, obſcure and void, 

She felt all ravag d, all deſtroy d: 

And. O thou curs d inſidious coaſt ! | 
« Are theſe the hᷣleſſings thou canſt boaſt? _ 
« Theſe Virtue ! theſe the joys they find 
„Who leave thy heav'n-topt hills behind? 
Shade me, ye Pines! ye Caverns! hide, 

« Ye mountains! cover me,” ſhe cry d. 

Her trumpet Slander rais'd on high 

And told the tidings to the ſky, 
Contempt diſcharg d a living dart, 
A ſidelong viper to her heart, 
VII. D Reproach 
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Reproach breath'd poiſons o'er her face, 
And ſoil'd and blaſted ev ry grace, 
Officious Shame, her handmaid new, 
Still turn d the mirror to her view, 
While thoſe in crimes the deepeſt dy'd 
Approach'd to whiten at her ſide, 
And ev'ry lewd inſulting dame 
Upon her folly roſe to fame. 
What ſhould ſhe do? attempt once more 
To gain the late-deſerted ſhore? 
So truſting, back the mourner flew, 
As faſt the train of fiends purſue. 
Again the farther ſhore's attain'd, 
Again the land of Virtue gain'd, 
But Echo gathers in the wind 
And ſhows her inſtant foes behind. 
Amaz'd with headlong ſpeed ſhe tends, 
Where late ſhe left a hoſt of friends ; 
Alas! thoſe ſhrinking friends decline, 
Nor longer own that form divine, 
With fear they mark the following cry, _ 
And from the lonely trembler fly, 
Or backward drive her on the coaſt 
Where Peace was wreck d and Honour loſt. 
From earth thus hoping aid in yain, 
To Heav'n not daring to complain, 
No truce by hoſtile Clamour giv'n, 
And from the face of Friendſhip driv'n, | 
The Nymph ſunk proſtrate on the 32 
With all her weight of woes around. | 
2 br - _Enthron'd 
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Enthron'd within a circling ſky 
Upon a mount oer mountains high, 
All radiant fat as in a ſhrine 
Virtue, firſt efluence divine, 
Far, far aboye the ſcenes of wo 
That ſhut this cloud-wrapt world below; 
Superior goddeſs, eſſence bright, 
Beauty of uncreated light! 
Whom ſhould Mortality ſurvey, 
As doom'd upon a certain day, 
The breath of frailty muſt expire, 
The world diſſolve in living fire, 
The gems of heav n and ſolar flame 
Be quench'd by her eternal beam, 
And Nature quick ning in her eye 
Io riſe a new-born phaenix die. 
Henee unreveal'd to mortal view 
A veil around her form ſhe threw, 
Which three ſad ſiſters of the ſhade, 
Pain, Care, and Melancholy, made. EN 
Thro' this her all-inquiring eye 
Attentive from her ſtation high | 
Beheld abandon'd to deſpair 
The ruins of her fav'rite Fair, | 
And with a voice whoſe awful ſound 
Appall'd the guilty world around, 
Bid the tumultuous winds be ſtill; 
To numbers bow'd each liſt ning hill, 
Vncurl d the ſurging of the mam, 
And ſmooth'd the thorny bed of pain, 
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The golden harp of heav'n ſhe ſtrung, 
And thus the tuneful goddeſs ſung: 


Lovely Penitent! ariſe, 
Come and claim thy kindred ſkies; 
Come, thy ſiſter angels ſay 
Thou haſt wept thy ſtains away. 

Let experience now decide 
Twixt the good and evil try'd: 
In the ſmooth enchanted ground 
« Say, unfold the treaſures found. 

„Structures rais'd by morning dreams, 
“ Sands that trip the flitting ſtreams, 
*« Down that anchors on the air, 


Clouds that paint their changes there ; gt; 


Seas that ſmoothly dimpling lie 
« While the ſtorm impends on high, 
“ Showing in an obvious glaſs 


Joys that in poſſeſſion paſs: 5 


« Tranſient, fickle, light, and gay, 
« Flatt'ring only to betray, - 


„ What, alas! can life contain? 


« Life like all its circles vain! 
« Will the ſtork intending reſt 


„On the billow build her neſt ? 


«© Will the bee demand his ſtore 

« From the bleak and bladeleſs ſhore? 
« Man alone intent to ſtray 

« Ever turns from Wiſdom's way, 


« Lays 
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-« Lays up wealth in foreign land, 
« Sows the ſea and ploughs the Silk” 
*« Soon this elemental maſs, - 
“ Soon th' incumb'ring world, ſhall We 
Form be wrapt in waſting fire, 
Time be ſpent and life expire. 
Then ye boaſted Works of men! 
* Where is your aſylum then? 
Sons of Pleaſure, ſons of Care, 
Tell me, Mortals! tell me where p 
Gone like traces on the deep, 
« Like a ſceptre graſp'd in ſleep, _ 
Des exhal'd from morning glades, 
„Melting ſnows and gliding ſhades. 
« Paſs the world, and what's behind? 
« Virtue's gold by fire refin'd, 
« From an univerſe deprav'd, 
« From the wreck of Nature, ſav'd ; 
Like the life-ſupporting grain, 
Fruit of patience and of pain, 
On the ſwain's autumnal day 
« Winnow'd from the chaff away. 
Little Trembler ! fear no more, 
Thou haſt plenteous crops in ſtore, 
« Seed by genial ſorrows ſown, 
More than all thy {corners own. 
«© What tho hoſtile earth deſpiſe ? 
% Heav'n beholds with gentler eyes; 


« Heavn 
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The golden harp of heav'n ſhe ſtrung. 
And thus the tuneful goddeſs ſung: 


« Lovely Penitent! ariſe, 
“ Come and claim thy kindred ſkies; 
Came, thy ſiſter angels ſay 
Thou haſt wept thy ſtains away. 
Let experience now decide 


„ 'Twixt the good and evil try'd: 


In the ſmooth enchanted ground 
« Say, unfold the treaſures found. 
* Structures rais'd by morning dreams, 
“ Sands that trip the flitting ſtreams, 
« Down that anchors on the air, 
« Clouds that paint their changes there; 
Seas that ſmoothly dimpling lie 
« While the ſtorm impends on high, 
“ Showing in an obvious glaſs 


Joys that in poſſeſſion paſs : 


« Tranſient, fickle, light, and gay, 
„ Flatt'ring only to betray, 


„ What, alas! can life contain? 


“Life like all its circles vain! 
Will the ſtork intending reſt 

« On the billow build her neſt ? 

% Will the bee demand his ſtore 

4 From the bleak and bladeleſs ſhore ? 
. « Manalone intent to ſtray 
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'« Lays up wealth in foreign land, 
« Sows the ſea and ploughs the fand. 9 
*« Soon this elemental maſs, - Ye 
Soon th incumb'ring world, ſhall paſs, | 
« Form be wrapt in waſting fire, 
Time be ſpent and life expire. 
« Then ye boaſted Works of men ! 
*« Where is your aſylum then? 
“Sons of Pleaſure, ſons of Care, 
Tell me, Mortals! tell me where ? x 
Gone like traces on the deep, L, 
« Like a ſceptre graſp'd in ſleep, _ 1 
*« Dews exhal'd from morning glades, 
„Melting ſnows and gliding ſhades. | 1 
« Paſs the world, and what's behind? _ | = | 
« Virtue's gold by fire refin'd, | "i | 
« From an univerſe deprav'd, | | 
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« From the wreck of Nature, ſav'd ; = 
« Like the life-ſupporting grain, | | | [ 
% Fruit of patience and of pain, "I 
% On the ſwain's autumnal day 1 
© Winnow'd from the chaff away. | | E | 
„Little Trembler ! fear no more, 


Thou haſt plenteous crops in ſtore, 9 
« Seed by genial ſorrows ſown, | | jt 
More than all thy ſcorners own. > " 
What tho hoſtile earth deſpiſe ? 
« Heav'n beholds with gentler eyes; 
. | « Heavn 
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„ Heavn thy friendleſs ſteps ſhall guide, 

« Cheer thy hours and guard thy fide. 
When the fatal trump ſhall ſound, - | 

% When th' immortals pour around, 

_ « Heavy ſhall thy return atteſt, 

* Hail'd by myriads of the bleſt. 
Little native of the ſkies, 

„ Lovely Penitent! ariſe; 

« Calm thy boſom, clear thy brow, 

« Virtue is thy ſiſter now. 
More delightful are my woes 

Than the rapture pleaſure knows, 

_ < Richer far the weeds I bring 

Than the robes that grace a king. 
« On my wars of ſhorteſt date 

* Crowns of endleſs triumphs wait, 

« On my cares a period bleſt, 
IS On my toils eternal reſt. | 

Come, with Virtue at thy fide; 

Come, be ev'ry bar defy d, 

Till we gain our native ſhore: 

« Siſter come, and turn no more.” 
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T HE pride of evry grove I choſe, _ 
The violet Tweet, ant di frre 
The dappled pink] and bluſhing roſe Zaalze iO 
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At morn the nymph vouchlaf'd to place | 
Upon her brow. the various wreath 04 a0)! Mm AA 

The flow'rs leſs blooming'thafiſhetifacey 19 1511 151, 
Ihe ſcent leſi ſragrant tanchef breach! eo 3A, 
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The flow rs ſhe wore along the day; 

And ev'ry nyanph and Fepterd fd, 1009 1 1A 
That in her hair they Neubedd itre gef 10s 
Than glowing in their native Fed 15151 12 ini 4A 

Tho 120 mn 190 Dalia bas ws) ] 

Undreſt at ev'ning when ſhe found 

Their odours loſt, ther” cls pal” 
She chang'd her look, atid Orr the 

Her garland and Her eye ne bid comsd 07 


(9701401 £49485 wilt ? to iflaf on 
That eye dropt ſenſe diſtinct and clear, 
As any Muſe's tongue can ſpeak, 
When from its lid a pearly tear 
Ran trickling down her beauteous cheek. 
VI. | 
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Diſſembling what I knew too well; 
My love, my, life, ſaid I, explain 
This change of humour: pr'ythee tell, 
That falling term does it mean Ts: 


l. 


She ſigh d, ſhe Und dz and to the. flow rs 
Pointing, the lovely moraliſt aid... 
See! friend, in ſome few fleeting hours ; 
See yonder, what a __ 1s made! 
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Ah me! the blooming pride; May,” ren Tart roc 
And that of beauty acht one? ,n 

At morn both flouriſh bright and gay, 1 50 
Both fade at evening, Pale, and el 


At dawn Hoon STELLA dane AER fangs: 2 
F The am'rous youth around her bow &: oct 
| At night her fatal knell was rung! 
[ | | I ſaw, and kiſs'd her i in bw 7 ſhroud! | | 


. Such as ſhe is, il dy'd: to-day, ei 
Such I, alas! may! be to- morrow: 
Go, Damon, bid thy Muſe 7 5. 

The juſtice of wh Curox's ſorrow, 
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BY SAMUEL JOHNSON, I. L. D. 


BEHOLD, my fair, where er we rovg, 
What dreary proſpects round us riſe; 


The naked hill, the leafleſs grove, 75 
The hoary ground, the frowning ſkies! 


* 


Nor only through the waſted plain, 

Stern Winter, is thy force confeſs d; 
Still wider ſpreads thy horrid reign, 

I feel thy power uſurp my breaſt. 


Enlivening hope and fond deſire 
Reſign the heart to ſpleen and care, 

Scarce frighted love maintains her fire, 
And rapture ſaddens to deſpair. 


In groundleſs hope and cauſeleſs fear, 
Unhappy man! behold thy doom, 
Still changing with the changeful year, 
The ſlave of ſunſhine and of gloom. 
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' THE WINTER'S WALK, 


Tir'd with vain joys and falſe alarms, 


With mental and corporeal ſtrife, * 
| Snatch me, my STELLA;-to thy arms. 
| And ſcreen me from the ills. of life. 
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ORIENTAL ECLOGUES 


By Mr. COLLINS. 


Mo RN IN cs. 


E Perſian Maids! attend your peerb 0 
And hear how ſhepherds paſs their N 40 
Not all are bleſt whom Fortune's hand fuftains 
With wealth in courts, nor all that haunt the plains: 
Well may your hearts believe the truths I'tell; 
'Tis virtue makes the bliſs where er we dwell. | 


This une ſang; by fred /truth inſpir'd, 
Nor praiſe but ſuch as truth beſtow'd defird: 
Wiſe in himſelf, his meaning ſongs convey d e 
Informing morals to the ſhepherd-maid, oy i” 
XVII. P Or 
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Or taught the ſwains that ſureſt bliſs to find, 
What groves nor ſtreams beſtow, a virtuous mind. 


When ſweet De bluſhing like a virgin bride, 
The radiant Morn reſum'd her orient pride ; 
When wanton gales along the vallies play, 
Breathe on each flow'r, and bear their ſweets away, 
By Tigris' wand'ring waves he fat, and ſung 
This uſeful leſſon for the fair and young. 


* 


* Ye Perſian Dames!“ he ſaid, © to you belong 
„(Well may they pleaſe!) the morals of my ſong : 
No fairer maids, I truſt, than you are found, 

* Gracd with ſoft arts, the peopled world around! 
„The Morn that lights you, to your loves ſupplies 
Each gentler ray, delicious to your eyes: 

For you thoſe flow'rs her fragrant hands beſtow, 
And yours the love that kings delight to know: 

« Yet think not theſe, all beauteous as they are, 
The beſt kind bleſſings Heay'n can grant the fair, 
* Who. truſt alone in beauty's feeble ray , 

% Boaſt but the worth Baſlora's, pearls diſplay ; - 


Drawn from the deep we own their ſurface bright, 


„But, dark within, they drink no luſtrous light. 


« Such are the maids, and ſuch the charms 150 boaſt, 


« By ſenſe unaided, or to virtue loſt. 
« Self-flatt'ring Sex! your hearts believe in vain 


That Love ſhall blind when once he fires the ſwain ; 


7 


40 Or 
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Or hope a lover by your faults to win, 

As ſpots on ermine beautify the ſkin. 

« Who ſeeks ſecure to rule, be firft her care 
Each ſofter virtue that adorns the fair: 

Each tender paſſion man delights to find, 

« The.lov'd perfections of a female mind. 


Bleſsd were the days when Wis pon held her reign, 
« And ſhepherds ſought her on the filent plain; 
„With TxuTa ſhe wedded in the ſecret grove, 
„Immortal TzxuTx ! and daughters bleſs'd their love. 


O haſte, fair Maids! ye Virtues ! come away, 
« Sweet Peace and Plenty lead you on your way ! 
« The balmy ſhrub for you ſhall love our ſhore, 
« By Ind' excell'd or Araby no more. 


« Loſt to our fields, for ſo the Fates ordain, 
« The dear deſerters ſhall return again. 
Come thou, whoſe thoughts as limpid ſprings are clear; 
To lead the train, ſweet Mops Ty! appear: 
Here make thy court amidſt our rural ſcene, 
And ſhepherd-girls ſhall own thee for their queen. 
With thee be CHASTIT x, of all afraid, 
« Diſtruſting all, a wiſe, ſuſpicious maid; 
* But man the moſt—not more the mountain doe 
* Holds the ſwift faulcon for her deadly toe. 
Cold is her breaſt, like flow'rs that drink the dew, 
A ſilken veil conceals her from the view. 


«© No 
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„No wild deſires amidſt thy train be known, 


But FAlT H, whole heart is fix d on one alone; 


„ Deſponding Mx RK NSS, with her downcaft eyes, 
« And friendly Pity, full of tender ſighs; 


And Lovs the laſt: by theſe your hearts approve ; 
+ Theſe are the Virtues that muſt lead to love.“ 


Thus mak the ſwain, and anc legends . 
The maids of Bagdat verify'd the lay. 
Dear to the plams, the Virtues came along. 
The ſhepherds lov d, and Selim bleſs d his ved 
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ORIENTAL ECLOCGUES, 


By Mr. COLLINS. 


ö 


N filent horror oer the boundleſs waſte 
The driver HAss Ax with his camels paſt ; 
One cruſe of water on his back he bore, 
And his light ſcrip contain'd a ſcanty ſtore ; 
A fan of painted feathers in his hand, 
To guard his ſhaded face from ſcorching ſand. 
The ſultry ſun had gain'd the middle ſky, 
And not a tree and not an herb was nigh; 
The beaſts with pain their duſty way purſue, 
Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view! 
With deſp'rate ſorrow wild, the affrighted man 
Thrice ſigh'd, thrice ſtruck his breaſt, and thus began: 
« Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, | 
When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my way! => 
XVII. Oe, Ah! 
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« Ah! little thought I of the blaſting wind, 
« The thirſt or pinching hunger that I find! 
« Bethink thee, Hassan ! where ſhall Thirſt aſſuage, 
« When fails this cruſe, his unrelenting rage? 
Soon ſhall this ſcrip its precious load reſign, 


« Then what but tears and hunger ſhall be thine ? 


« Ye mute Companions of my toils, that bear 
*in all my griefs a more than equal ſhare ! 
„Here, where no ſprings in murmurs break away, 
„Or moſs-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 
4 « In vain ye hope the green delights to know. 
1 Which plains more bleſs'd or verdant vales beſtow ; 


| 
| Here rocks alone and taſteleſs ſands are found, 
4 © And faint and ſickly winds for ever howl around. 


| M « Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
| When firſt from Schiraz walls I bent my way! 


= *« Curs'd be the gold and filver which perſuade 

2 *« Weak men to follow far fatiguing trade 

| The lily peace outſhines the ſilver ſtore, 
And life is dearer than the golden ore; 
Vet money tempts us oer the deſert brown 
« Toev'y diſtant mart and wealthy town: 

Full oft' we tempt the land, and oft' the ſea; 

| And are we only yet repaid by thee ? 

__ Ahl, why was ruin fo attractive made, 

q Or why fond man fo eaſily betray'd? 
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Why heed we not, While mad we haſte along, 
The gentle voice of Peace, or Pleaſure's ſong? 
% Or wherefore think the flow'ry mountain's fide, x 
© The fouritain's murmurs, and the valley's pride; 
Why think we theſe leſs pleaſing to behold 
Than dreary deſerts; if they lead to gold ? 
« Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
« When firſt from Schiraz n 1 bent my yy” 1 


«O ould; my fears! Al "OE as I go, 
When thought creates unnumber d ſcenes of woe, | 
« What if the lion in his rage I meet !&—: n 
* Oft' in the duſt I view his printed feet; + 
« And fearful oft', when Day's declining light 
« Yields her pale empire to the mourner Night, 
« By hunger rouz'd he {cours the groaning plain, 
* Gaunt wolves and ſullen tigers in his train 
« Before them. Death with ſhrieks directs their way, 
Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey. 
« Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
« When firſt from n walls I bent my yur 


« At that dead hour the ſilent af ſhall Creep, 
« If aught of reſt I find, upon my fleep; 
“Or ſome ſwoln ſerpent twiſt his ſeales around, 
And wake to anguiſh with a burning wound. 
« Thrice happy they, the wiſe contented poor, 
From luſt of wealth and dread of death ſecure! 


XVII, | 2 1 They 2 ; 
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«© They tempt no deſerts, and no griefs they find; 
&« Peace rules the day where reaſon rules the mind. 
« Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 


| ; When firſt from . walls I vent ay 3 

Vit « O, hapleſs Youth Bor ie thy; love;hath won, | 

9 ö « The tender Zak A! will be moſt undone. 21 

1 « Big ſwelkd my heart, and od the powerful Or 
nn When faſt ſhe dropp'd her tears, as thus ſhe ſaid: 


- Wir wh 
— — 


« Farewell the youths whom fighs could not +. =omg 5 * 

„ Whom Zaxx's breaking heart implor d in ene 

« Yet as thou got, may every blaſt ariſe 1510 

+ Weak and unfelt as thofe rejected ſi gas 

Safe Oer the wild no perils may ſt thou fee, , 

« No griefs endure; nor weep, fal ſe Youth! whe, in: 

* O! let me ſaſely to the fair return, hl „. 
Say with a kiſs ſhe muſt not, ſhall not, mourn: 

« O! let me teach my beutt to loſe its feats, ace 

Recall d by Wiſdom voice 1d Zark's tears". || 


He faid; and Aud on Heav n to bleſs the day 15 
When back to Schiraz' walls he bent his way. 
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ORIENTAL ECLOGUES, 


By Mr. COLLINS. 


EVvV-ENIN C. 


N Georgia's land, where Tefflis' towers are ſeen 
In diſtant view along the level green, 

While ev'ning dews enrich the glitt ring glade, 
And the tall foreſts caſt a longer ſhade, 

What time tis ſweet o'er fields of rice to ſtray, 

Or ſcent the breathing maize at ſetting day, 
Amidſt the maids of Zagen's peaceful grove 

EMYRA ſung the pleaſing cares of love. 


Of ABRA firſt began the tender ſtrain, 
Who led her youth with flocks upon the plain: 
At morn ſhe came thoſe willing flocks to lead 
Where lilies rear them in the wat ry mead ; 
From early dawn the live- long hours ſhe told, 
Till late at filent eve ſhe penn'd the fold. 

XVII, 5 5 


aff 


ORIENTAL ECLOGUES 


Deep in the grove, beneath the ſecret ſhade, 

A various wreath of od'rous flowers ſhe made; 
Gay motley'd pinks and ſweet jonquils ſhe choſe, 
The violet blu that on the moſs-bank grows; 
All-ſweet to ſenſe, the flaunting roſe was there ; 
The finiſh'd chaplet well adorn'd her hair. 


Great ABBAs chanc'd that fated morn to ſtray, 
By love conducted from the chaſe away; 
Among the vocal vales he heard her ſong, 
And ſought the vales and echoing groves among : 
At length he found and woo'd the rural maid ; 
She knew the monarch, and with fear obey'd. 

« Be every youth like royal ABAS mov'd, 
And every Georgian maid like ABRA lovd!” 

The royal lover bbre ker from the plain, 5 
Yet ſtill her crook and bleating flock remain: 
Oft' as ſhe went ſhe backward turn'd her view, 
And bade that crook and bleating flock adieu. 8 


Fair happy Maid! to other ſcenes remove. 
Io richer ſcenes of golden power and love!! 


Go leave the ſimple pipe and ſhepherd's ſtrain; | 
With love delight thee, and with-Azzas 7 ty 

« Be every youth:like royal Anas moy d. D ene RAE 
And every Goran; Toad Uhs: Azz 4 loyd; 1 
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vet midſt the blaze of courts ſhefixd her love 
On the cool fountain, or the ſhady grove; 
Still with the ſhepherd's innocence her — 4 
To the ſweet vale and flow ry mead inclin d; 
And oft' as Spring renew'd the plains with flow'rs, 
Breath'd his ſoft gales, and led the fragrant Hours, 
With ſure return ſhe ſought the ſylvan ſcene,” 
The breezy mountains and the forefts green. 
Her maids around her mov'd, a duteous band! 
Each bore a crook all rural in her hand: 
Some ſimple lay of flocks and herds they ſung; 
With joy the mountain and the foreſt rung. 
Be every youth like royal ABBA mov'd, 
% And every Georgian maid like ABra lovd!” 


And oft the royal lover left the care 
And thorns of ſtate, attendant on the fair; 
Oft' to the ſhades and low-roof'd cots retir d, 
Or ſought the vale where firſt, his heart was fir'd. 
A ruſſet mantle like a ſwain he wore, 
And thought of crowns and buſy courts no more. 
Be every youth like royal ABBas mov'd, 
And every Georgian maid like ABRA lov'd.” 


Bleſt was the life that royal ABAS led; 
Sweet was his love, and innocent his bed. 
What if in wealth the noble maid excel ? 
The ſimple ſhepherd-girl can love as well. 

2 | | Let 


4 ORIENTAL ECLOGUBS. 


Let thoſe who rule on Perſias jewell'd throne 

Be fam'd for love, and gentleſt love alone ; 

Or wreath like AzBas, full of fair renown, 

The lover's myrtle with, the -warrior's crown. 

O happy days! the maids around her ſay; 

O haſte, profuſe of bleſlings, haſte away ! 

* every youth like royal ABAS mov d. 

A And _— FER. 1 lar ARA lovd! 54S 
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1 N fair Circallia, where, to love dings car 
Each ſain Was bleſt, for every maid was kind ; 
At that ſill hour when awful midnight reigns, 
And none but. wretches haunt. the twilight plains; ; 
What time the moon had hung her lamp on high, 
And paſt in radiance thro the cloudleſs ſky, 

Sad oer the dews two brother ſhepherds fled, 
Where, wild'ring. Fear and deſp'rate Sorrow led: 
Faſt as they preſt their flight, behind them lay 
Wild ravag'd plains, and vallies ſtole away. 

Along the mountain's bending ſides they ran; 
Till, faint and weak, Secander thus On 


8 C A * DA 


O ſtay thee, Agib! for my feet deny, 
No longer friendly to my life, to Hy. 


XVIII. R : Friend 
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Friend of my heart! O turn thee and ſurvey, 
Trace our ſad flight thro' all its length of way !_ 
And firſt review that long-extended'plamn, 114 0 
And yon' wide groves, already paſt with pain: 
Yon' rugged cliff, whoſe dangerous path we try'd; 
And laſt, this lofty mountain's weary ſide. 


Asi. | 
Weak as thou art, yet, hapleſs! muſt thou know 
The toils of flight, or ſome ſeverer woe. 
Still as I haſte the Tartar ſhouts behind. 
And ſhrieks and ſorrows load the ſadd'ning wind: 
In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand, 


TAX 


He blaſts our harveſts and deforms Our land, Be 85 1 
Yon” citron grove, when firſt Fi, fear we Etrne, / _ m— 


Droops its fair honours to the. conq ring flame: fl 5 18 
Far fly the ſwains, like us, in deep deſpair, q = 5 
And leave to ruffian bands their fleecy care. 0 = 


8 R C AN DE R. 

Unhappy Land! whoſe bleflings tempt the od; 
In vain, unheard, thou call'ſt thy Perſian Lord“ 
In vain thou court'ſt him, helpleſs, to thine aid, 
To ſhield the ſhepherd” and protect the maide 
Far off, in thoughtleſs indolence reſign d, 
Soft dreams of love and pleaſure looth his mind ; 
Midſt fair ſultanas loft in idle joy. 
No wars alarm bim, and no fears annoy. 

„„ | AG13. 
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vet theſe green * in ſummers ey heat, 
Have lent the monarch-oft” a cool retreat. 
Sweet to the ſight'is Zabran's' owy plain, 4 + 
And once by maids and mepherds lovd in vain! * 


No more the virgins ſhall delight to rove © A 


By Sargis' banks or Irwan's ſhady grove ; 

On Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling gale, 

Or breathe the ſweets of Aly's flow'ty vale: 

Fair Scenes! but, ah! no more with peace poſſefsd, 
With eaſe, alluring, and with plenty bleſs d: 

No more the ſhepherds' whitening tents appear, io HEE 


Nor the kind products of a bounteous year 
No more the date, with, ſnowy bloſſoms crown'd, 


But Ruin ore her baleful fires around. 


SECANDE R, 


In vain Circaſſia boaſts her ſpicy groves, 
For ever fam'd for pure and happy loves; 
In vain ſhe boaſts her faireſt of the fair, 
Their eyes blue languiſh, and their golden hair: 
Thoſe eyes in tears their fruitleſs grief mult ſend; 
Thoſe hairs the Tartar's cruel hand ſhall rend. 


A G 1 B. 


Ye Georgian Swains ! that piteous leara from far 
Circaſſia's ruin, and the waſte of war, 
Some 
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4 
Some weightier arms than &rooks and ſtaffs prepare 
To ſhield your haryeſts, and defend your fair: 


The Turk and Tartar like, deſigns. purſue, | » B48 17 
Fix'd to deſtroy, and ſtedfaſt to undo. | 


ORIEL TAI ECLOGY Ys, 


Wild as his land, in native deſerts bred, 385 5 


By luſt incited, or by. malice r 
The villain Arab! as he prowls for prey, . 
Oft' marks with blood and waſting flames the ways 
Yet none ſo cruel. as the Tartar foe, | 
To death ipur'd, and num d in ſoenes of wares | 


r 


A ſhriller rie and nearer Phe CN: 
Th' affrighted ſhepherds thro the dews of „ 


Wide oer the moonhght hills renew'd their flight. 
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HY des: Copy, are but Juſt awake, 
No thruſtles ſhrill the bramble-buſh. forſake, 
No chirping lark the welkin ſheen invokes, 
No damſel yet the ſwelling udder ftrokes ; 
Oer yonder hill does ſcant the dawn appear, 


Then why does Cuppy leave his cott ſo rear? 
Om D DN 


Ah! LossW] Crobr, I ween my plight is boek 
For he that loves, a ſtranger is to reſt; 
If ſwains belye not thou haſt prov'd the ſmart, 
And BLovzELinpa's miſtreſs of thy heart. 
This riſing rear betokeneth well thy mind; 
Thoſe arms are folded for thy BuouzeLind : 
And well, I trow, our piteous plights agree, «Lt 


Thee Nous {mites, Bur me. ei ff 
* 5 ee e LozgiN 


* 1 q A © 
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MOND AV: on, THE SQUABBLE, 


LEOBBIN GHOUT. 


Ah! BIOUZzELIx D, I love thee more by half, 
Than does their fans, or cows the new fall'n calf: 
Woe worth the tongue, may bliſters ſore it gall, 
That names Bux OMA, BLOUZELIND withal. 


Co pp p x. 


Hold, witleſs LOBBIN CLovr, I thee adviſe, 
Leſt bliſters ſore on thy own tongue ariſe. + 
Lo, yonder CLoDD1POLE, the blithſome ſwain, 
The wiſeſt lout of all the neighb'ring plain! 
From CLoDDIPOLE we learnt to read the ſkies, 
To know when hail will fall or winds ariſe : 
He taught us erſt the heifer's tail to view, 
When ſtuck aloft, that ſhow'rs would ſtrait Iu - 
He firſt that uſeful ſecret did explain, 
That pricking corns foretold the gathering rain : 
When ſwallows fleet ſoar high and ſport in air, 
He told us that the welkin would be clear. 
Let CLoDDireoLE then hear us twain rehearſe, 
And praiſe his ſweatheart, in alternate verſe : 
I'll wager this ſame oaken ſtaff with thee, 
That CLop pro ſhall give the prize to me. 


LoB BIN CI our. 


See this tobbacco pouch that's lind with hair, 
Made of the ſkin of ſleekeſt ſallow- deer; 
This pouch, that's ty d with tape of reddeſt hue, - 
Ful wager, that the prize ſhall be my due. IS 
7 CuDDY, 


MONDAY: on, THE.'SQUABBLE. 3 


0 6: Drove 
Begin thy carols, then, thou vaunting ſlouch, 
Be thine the oaken ſtaff, or mine e the pouch. 


Lonzzin Cour. 


My BLouzELiNDa is the blitheſt laſs, TROY, a 
Than primroſe ſweeter, or the clover-graſs, | 
Fair is the king-cup that in meadow blaws, - 
Fair is the daiſie that beſide her grows; _ g 
Fair is the gilliflow'r, of gardens ſweet, | 
Fair 1s the mary-gold, for pottage meet ; 
But BLovzELinD's than gilliflow'r more fair, 
Than daiſie, mary-gold, or king-cup rare. 


Gin . 

My brown Bu xou is the feateſt maid 
That e' er at wake delightſome gambol play d; 
Clean as young lambkins or the gooſe's down, 
And like the goldfinch in her Sunday gown. 
The witleſs lamb may ſport upon the plain, 
The friſking kid delight the gaping ſwain, 

The wanton calf may ſkip with many a bound, 
And my cur Tray play defteſt feats around; 
But neither lamb, nor kid, nor calf, nor Tray, 
Dance like Bux oA on the firſt of May. 


LoOBBIN CLo er. 


Sweet is my toil when BLOUZELIND 1 is near, 
Of her bereft, 'tis winter all the year. 


4 MON DAV: on, THE SQ UABBLE:-/ 


With her no ſultry ſummer's heat I know ; 

In winter, when {he's nigh,-with love I glow. 

Come, BLouzELINDa! eaſe thy ſwain's deſire, | 

My ſummer's ſhadow, and my winter's fire! 
Cup oy. 

As with Bux oM once I'work'd at hay, 
Ev'n noon-tide labour feem'd an holiday; 
And holidays, if happily ſhe were gone, 
Like worky-days I wiſh'd would ſoon be done. 


Eftſoons, O ſweet-heart kind, my love repay, / 


And all the year ſhall then be holiday. 


Lopzin CIO r. 
As BLouzELINDA in a gameſome mood, 
Behind a haycock loudly laughing ſtood, 
I flyly ran, and ſnatch d a haſty kiſs, 
She wip'd her lips, nor took it much amiſs. 
Believe me, CuDdy, while I'm bold to ſay, 
Her breath was ſweeter than the ripen'd hay. 


| C:1D D. 
As my Bux oM4a, in a morning fair, 
With gentle finger ſtrok d her milky. care, 
I quaintly ſtole a kiſs; at firſt, tis true, 
She frown'd, yet after granted one or two. 
Lossin, I ſwear, believe who will my vows, 
Her breath by far excell'd the breathing cow 'S. 


Lo SBI N CLowvur. 
PR to the Welch, to Dutchmen butter 8 dear, 
Of Iriſh ſwains potatoe is the cheer 


als 


MONDAY: oz, THE SQ UABBLE!: 


Oats for their feaſts the Scottiſh ſhepherds grind, 
Sweet turnips are the food of Blob ELN: 
While ſhe loves turnips butter Fl deſpiſe, 

Nor leeks, nor r nor potatoe 0 0 


S 


In good roaſt beef my landlord ſticks his knife, 


The capon fat delights his dainty wife; 
pudding our parſon eats, the ſquire loves hare, 
But white pot thick is my Bux om a's fare. 
While ſhe loves white- pot, capon ne'er ſhall be, 
Nor hare, nor beet, nor pudding, food for me. 


LOoBBIN CLOUT. 
As once I play'd at Blindman's-buff, it hapt 


About my eyes the towel thick was:wrapt; 
I miſs'd the fwains, and ſeiz d on BLovzELiND. 


True ſpeaks the ancient proverb, " Love is blind.” 


Cu o D Y. 

As at Hot- cockels once I laid me down, 
And felt the weighty hand of many a clown, 
Bu xo gave a gentle tap, and I 
ck role, and read ſoft miſchief in her eye. 


Loszzin Crovr. 

On two near elms the ſlacken'd cord I hung; 
Now high, now low, my, B,ouzELinDa ſwung, 
With the rude wind her rumpled garment roſe, 
And ſhow'd her taper leg and ſcarlet hoſe. 


Cupor. 
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as te d 
Acroſs the 5 oak the plank I laid. 
And my elf pois'd againſt the tott ring Maid; 
High leapt the plank : adown Buxow A fell; 
I ſpy'd—but faithful ſweathearts never tell. 


| e u. 
This riddle, Cuppx, if thou canſt, explain, 
This wily riddle puzzles every ſwain; 
What flower is that Which bears the Virgin's name “, 
The richeſt metal joined with the ſame p 


SF. 

Anſwer, thou carle, and judge this Kalle right, 
I'll frankly own thee for a cunning wight; 
What flower is that which royal /honour craves, 
1 the TR wh and tis ſtroen on ares? ? 


F 
Forbear, contending louts, give o er your ſtrains; 
An oaken ſtaff each merits for his pains. 
But ſee the ſun-beams' bright to labour warn, 
And gild the thatch of Goodman Hodges barn. 
Your herds for want of water ſtand wry, 
They're weary of your ſongs and ſo am I. 


© Marge. Roſemary. ); 
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T H H DDA. 
By Mr. G A Y. 


f MARIAN. 


OUNG Colm aro a lad of peerleſs weed, 
Full well could dance, and deftly. tune the reed; 
In ev'ry:wood his carols ſweet were known, nn, 
At evry wake his nimble feats were own. 
When in the ring the ruſtic routs he threw, 
The damſels' pleaſures with his conqueſts grew; 
Or when aſlant the cudgel threats his head, 
His danger {mites the breaſt of ev'ry maid, 
But chief of MaRIAX. MARIAN lovd the ſwain, 


The parſon's maid, and neateſt of the plain. 
. | N | MARIAN, 


TUESDAY: on, THE DITTY. 


MARIAN, that ſoft could ſtroke the udder'd cow, 


Or leſſen with her ſieve the barley-mow 
Marbled with ſage the hard'ning cheeſe ſhe preſs d, N 


And yellow butter MaR1an's {kill confeſs'd ; 
But Ma RIAN now, devoid of country cares, 
Nor yellow butter nor ſage-cheeſe prepares; 

F or yearning love the witleſs maid employs, 
And love, fay ſwains, all buſy heed deſtroys. 
Colin makes mock at all her piteous ſmart, 
A laſs that Cic'Ly hight had won his heart, 
Cic'Ly, the weſtern laſs that tends the kee, 
The rival of the parſon's maid was ſhe, 

In dreary ſhade now MARIAN lies along, 
And mixt with ſighs thus wails in plaining ſong : : 


Ah! woful day! ah woful noon and morn/ 


When firſt by thee my younglings White were em. * 


Then firſt, I ween, I caſt a lover's eye, 

My ſheep were ſilly, but more filly J. | 
Beneath the ſhears they felt no laſting ee, 251m 
They loſt but Ts while I 155 a heart. 


1 


Ah! Coun! _ thou have thy 3 true; 


What I have done for thee will Cic'Ly do ?. 


= I” x” 
5 
. SS 44 2» 


Will 


ill 


. TUESDAY: en, EHE D&T TIN 


wal ſhe thy linen waſhi or hoſen darn, 


And knit thee gloves made of her own: "IA yam? 5 


Will ſhe with huſewife's hand provide thy meat, 
And ev'ry Sunday morn thy neckcloth plait? 
Which oer thy kerſey doublet ſpreading wide, 
In ſervice- time drew: ace 8 _ _ 1 


o 
I. 8 


un WI! , nn 


Where er I ood I cannot. hide my care, 
My new diſaſters ; in my. look appear. 5 
White as the curd my ruddy cheek is grown, 
So thin my features that I'ma hardly known ; 


Our neighbours tell me oft! ; in joking talk 


Of aſhes, leather, oatmeal, bran, and chalk ;. 
Unwittingly of Ma RAN they divine, "SP 

And wilt not that with thoughtful love I pine: 
vet Col ix Ci ou r, untoward ſhepherd ſwain, 
Walks whiſtling blithe, while pitiful I plain. | 


| Whilom with thee tas MaRTA's dear delight 


To moil all day, and merry-make at night. 
If in the foil you guide the crooked ſhare, | 
Your early breakfaſt is my conſtant . 
And when; with even hand you ſtrow the grain, 
| © right the thieviſh rooks from off the plain. 


0 


In 


TUESDA Y: flor, BHEY DI TTF 


In miſling days when I my threfheo heard; io! +5773 oct [07 
With nappy beer I to the batrivepaird;+ zj: 214 
Loſt in the muſic of the whirting flhil , dw od) 1777 
To gaze on thee 1 left: the ſmok ing pail: (EDILIC had DIA 
In harveſt, when the ſun was mounted high, vt - 
My leathern bottle did thy drought ſupply; ha al 
Whene'er you mow'd I follow'd with the rake, 
And have full oft been Tun-buttit for Hy fakes? 
When in the welkin gathering AB were Kun N NM 
I lagg'd the laſt with CoLin on the greet; bn od 26 t. 
And when at ebe returning \ with thy rr, al you nid 08 
Awaiting heard the gingling bells from far: 21y0drigior 10 
Straight on the fire the ſooty f Pot 1 SHE: 9 1219690 22rfls 10. 
To warm thy broth I burnt my hdd for Baſle. Wem. wo) 
When hungry thon Rood karg ik Ke 6 p Jon i bil 
I flicd the luncheon HR the barley {het 194 1400 of 
With crumbled bread T thicken d "jo thy me Elb. hr J 


Ah! love me more, or love thy ꝓgttage leſs ! 


21% N.. Gh? 


i 


Laſt Friday's eve; when as the fan was fett 
I, near yon ſtile, three Fallow gy plies mer: no YOL ol 1 1 
Upon my hand they caſt'a porinig ok, god wires 2107 
Bid me beware, and thrice their} act hh Mor; 1 ; ba Pet 


151 745 ft , : 55 
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| 8 


T-UE'S DAN: dn, THP Dad TT 
They ſaid that many croſſes I muſt prove, ͤ n! 
Some in my worldly gain, but moſt in loyę. * ; i ili 21 
Next-morn I miſs three hens and our old cock. 
And off the hedge two pinners and a ſmack, venly wont 1 
I bore theſe loſſes with a Chriſtian mind, 
And no miſhaps could feel whilſt thou wert kind: 
But ſince, alas! I grew my CoLin's ſcorn, 

I've known no pleaſure night, or noon, or morn. 
Help me, ye gypſies! bring him home again, 
And to a conſtant laſs give back her ſwain. 


Have not I fate with thee full many a night, 
When dying embers were our only light, 
When ev'ry creature did in ſlumbers lie, 
Beſides our cat, my Colin CLour and I? 
No troublous thoughts the cat or Col ix move, 
While I alone am kept awake by love. 


Remember, Colix, when at laſt year's wake 
I bought the coſtly preſent for thy ſake, 
Couldſt thou ſpell o'er the poſie on thy knife, 
And with another change thy ſtate of life? 
If thou forgett'ſt, I wot, I can repeat, 
My memory can tell the verſe ſo ſweet. 


\ 


6 TUESDAY: on, THE DIT T. 


As this is grav'd upon this knife of thine, © 
So is thy image on this Heart of mine. 
But woe is me! ſuch preſents tackleſs _ 
For knives, they tell in abways ſever love. 
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Ta IE Wa of; a Ba Is recite, 
Armaiden fair, that Sparabella hight.” - 
uch ſtrains ne'er warble in the linnet's thioa, 
Nor the gay goldfinch' chaunts fo feet a note, | 
/No magpye chatter'd, nor the painted j Jays A 

No ox was heard to low, nor aſs to bra; 
No ruſtling breezes play d the leaves among, 
While thus her madrigal the damſel ſung. 


Awhile, O D'Urfey ! lend an ear or twain, 

Nor, tho' in homely guiſe, my verſe diſdain ; 

Whether thou ſeek'ſt new kingdoms in the ſan, 

Whether thy Muſe does at Newmarket run, | 
VII. | E NG 


2 > WEDNESDAY: OR, THE DUMPS. 


And heighten her conceits with fack and ale, 
Or elſe at wakes with Joan and Hodge rejoice, 
; Where D'Urfey's lyrics {well in ev'ry voice; 
| Yet ſuffer me, thou bard of wondrous meed, 
= Amid thy bays to weave this rural weed. 


| | 8 Or does with goſſips at a feaſt regale, 
li 


Now the ſun drove adown the weſtern road, 
And oxen laid at reſt forget the goad ; 
The clown fatigu'd trudg'd homeward with his ſpade, 
Acroſs the meadows ftretch'd the tengthen'd ſhade ; 
When SPARABELLA, penſive and forlorn, , 
Alike with yearning love and labour worn, 
Lean'd on her rake, and ſtraight with doleful guiſe 
Did this ſad plaint in moanful notes deviſe. 


Come night as dark as pitch, furround my head, 
From SPARABELLA BUMKINET. is fled; 
The ribbon that his val rous:cudgel won, 
Laſt Sunday happier: CLUMs1L1s put on: 
Sure if he had eyes (but Love, they ſay, has none), 
I whilom by that ribbon had been known. 
Ah! well-a-day ! Im ſhent with baneful ſmart, 
For with the ribbon he beſtow'd his heart. 


My plaint, ye Laſſes! with this burthen aid, 
Tis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid. 


1 | | Such 


WEDNESDAY; OR, THE DUMPS. 5 


Shall heavy CrumsiL1s with me compare? 
View this, ye Lovers]! and like me deſpair. 
Her blubber d lip by. ſmutty pipes is worn, 
And in her breath tobacco whiffs are borne ; 
The cleanly cheeſe-preſs ſhe could never turn, 
Her awkward fiſt did ne er employ: the churn; _ © . 
If e er ſhe brew d, the drink would ſtrait go ſour, 
Before it ever felt the thunder's power: 
No huſwifery the dowdy creature knew; 
Io ſum up all, her tongue confeſs'd the ſhrew. 


My plaint, ye Laſſes! with this burthen aid, 
Tis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid. 


I've often ſeen my viſage in yon lake, 
Nor are my features of the homelieſt make. 
Tho CLuMs1L1s may boaſt a whiter dye, 
Yet the black ſloe turns in my rolling eye; 
And faireſt bloſſoms drop with every blaſt, 
But the brown beauty will like hollies laſt. 
Her wan complex1on's like the wither d leek, 
While Katherine pears adorn my ruddy cheek. 
Vet ſhe, alas! the witleſs lout hath won, 
And by her gain poor SPARABELL's undone! 
Let hares and hounds in coupling ſtraps unite, _ 
The clucking hen make friendſhip with the kite; 
Let the fox ſimply wear the nuptial nooſe, 

1 And join in wedlock with the waddling goole, 
5 5 E 2 | For 


4 WEDNESDAY: OR, THE DUMPS.” 


For Love hath brought a ſtranger thing to paſs, 


Ihe faireſt ſhepherd weds the fouleſt laſs. 


My plaint, ye Laſſes! with this burthen aid, 
"Tis hard ſo, true a damſel dies a maid. 


Sooner ſhall cats diſport i in waters clear, 
And ſpeckled mackerels graze the meadows fair ; 
Sooner ſhall ſcreech-owls baſk m ſunny day, 
And the ſlow aſs on trees, like ſquirrels, play; 
Sooner ſhall ſnails on inſect pinions rove, 
Than ] forget my ſhepherd's wonted love. 


My plaint, ye Laſſes! with this burthen wi 
Tis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid. 


Ah! didſt thou know what proffers I withſtood, 
When late I met the Squire in yonder wood! 
To me he ſped, regardleſs of his game, 
While all my cheek was glowing red with ſhame; 
My lip he kiſs d and prais d my healthful look, 
Then from his purſe of ſilk a guinea took; 
Into my hand he forc'd the tempting gold, 
While I with modeſt ſtruggling broke his hold. 
He ſwore that Dick in liv'ry ſtrip'd with lace, 
Should wed me ſoon to keep me from diſgrace ; 
But I nor footman priz'd nor golden fee, 
For what is lace or gold compar d to thee ? 


WEDNESDAY:./OR, THE" DUMPS: 5 


My plaint, ye Laſſes! with this burthen aid. 
'Tis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid. — 


Nou plain I ken whence love his riſe begun; 
Sure he was born ſome bloody butchers ſon, 
Bred up in ſhambles, where our yourtlings an 

Erſt taught him miſchief and to ſport with pain. 
The father only filly ſheep anno ys, 

The ſon the ſillier ſnepherdeſs deſtroys. 

Does ſon or father greater miſchief do? 
The ſire is cruel, ſo the ſon is too. 


My plaint, ye Laſſes! with this Burthen aid, 
Tis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid. 


1 
D. ” 


Farewell, ye Woods! ye Meads ! ye Streams ! that flow ; 
A ſudden death ſhall rid me of my wo. 
This penknife keen my windpipe ſhall divide. 
What ſhall I fall as ſqueaking pigs have dy d! 
No—To ſome tree this carcaſe Ill ſuſpend : 
But worrying curs find ſuch untimely end! 
Ill ſpeed me to the pond, where the high ſtool 
On the long plank hangs o'er the muddy pool, 
That ſtool, the dread of every ſcolding quean; 
Yet ſure a lover ſhould not die ſo mean ! 
There plac'd aloft, I'll rave and rail by fits, 
Tho all the pariſh ſay Ive loſt my wits ; 


And 
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And thence, if courage holds, myſelf I'll throw, 
And quench my paſſion in the lake below. 


Ye Laſſes! ceaſe your burthen, ceaſe to moan, 
And, by my. caſe SOFEWarn d, go mind your own. 


The ſun was ſet; the night came on apace, 
And falling dews bewet around the place, 

The bat takes airy rounds on leathern wings, 

And the hoarſe owl his woful dirges ſings; 

The prudent maiden deems it now too late, 

And till to-morrow comes defers her fate. 
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a dreary Vale. . 

In penſive Mood rehears'd her piteous Tale, 
Her piteous Tale the Winds! in Sighs bemoan, 5 


And pining Echo anſwers Groan for Groan. 
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I rue the Day; a rueful Day Iibbw;t Th, 


The woful Day, a Day indeed 8 TL wa: went 
When Lybaniculeani Toren his Wnfile-drove, |; TY 


A Maiden fine bedight he hapt to love; 
The Maiden fine bedight his Love retains, 


And for the Village 


wr 7 F N 
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he forſakes the Plains. 
Return, my LuBBER&1IN ! thefe Ditties hear, 


Spells will I try, and Spells ſhall eaſe my Care. 


With my ſharp Heel I three Times mark tlie G 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. "a 
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When firſt the Year I heard the Cuckoo ing, 
And call with welcome Note the budding Spring, 
I ſtraightway ſet a running with fuch Haſte, 
DEs'ran that won the Smock ſcarce ran ſo faſt ; 
Till ſpent for Lack af Breath, quite weary grown, 
Upon a riſing Bank I fat adown, 

Then doffd my Shoe, and, by my Troth, I ſwear, 
Therein I fpy'd this yellow frizzled Hair, 
As like to LuBBERKIN's in Curl and Hue, 

As if upon his comely Pate it grew. 


With my ſharp Heel I three times a the Ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


At Eve laſt W no Steen I 5 TORE 
But to the Field a Bag of Hempſeed brought; 
I ſcatter'd round the Seed on every fide,.. + 
And three Times in a trembling Accent cry'd, - 
This Hempſeed with my Virgin Hand I'fow, 
Who ſhall my True love be the Crop ſhall mow. 

I ſtraight look d back, and if my. Eyes ſpeak Truth, 
With his keen Scythe behind me came the Youth.” 


With my ſharp Heel I three Times ark. the 3 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. | 


Laſt Valentine, the Day when Birds of Kind 
Their Paramours with mutual Chirpings kind, 
I rearly role, juſt at the Break of Day, 


DO the Sun had chas'd the Stars away ; „ 55 
Not. | A. field 


THURSDAY:'om THE SPEED. 3 


A- field I went; amid the Morning Dew, 

To milk my Kine (for ſo thould Huſwives do) 

Thee firlt I ſpy d; and the firſt Swain we ſor, 

In Spite of Fortune; ſhall our-True-love be. 

See, LVUBBEZRKINI each Bird his Parti take, LP 
And canſt thou then thy Sweetheart dear forſake' 4 iS 


With my Gary Heel I three Times mark the Ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


Laſt May-day Fair I ſearch'd to finda Snail _ 
That might my ſecret Lover's Name reveal ; | 
Upon a Gooſeberry-buſh a Snail I found, 
For always Snails near ſweeteſt Fruit 4 te 
I ſeiz'd the Vermine, Home I quickly ſped, - .. 
And on the Hearth the Milk-white Embers __ 

Slow crawl'd the Snail, and if I right can PO! 

In the ſoft Aſhes: mark d a curious l.. 
Oh! may this wondrous Omen lucky prove! 

For L is found in LUBBERKIN un | 


(HO! ee 


With my hard Heel I three Ti imes mark the Ground, | 10 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. | 


Two Hazedovith I threw into the Flame, 
And to each Nut I gave a Sweetheart's Name: 
This with the loudeſt Bounce me fore amaz dd. 
That in's Flame of brighteſt Colour blaz'd. . 5 
As blaz d the Nut ſo may thy Paſſion grow, 
For twas thy Nut that did ſo brightly glow. 


With 


4 "| THURSDAY: os, THB SPEL L. 


With my ſharp Heel Ithree Times mark: eee 
And turn me e around, 1. around. 


. 
4 


As Peaſecods o once 1 ph 3 dt to 8 ea 
One that was cloſely fill d with three times three, 
Which when I cropp d, I ſafely | home convey d, 

And o'er the Door the Spell in Secret laid ; 

My Wheel J turn d, and ſung a Ballad new. = 1 1 

| While from the.Spindle I the Fleeces drew; FEELS. Bir 

| The Latch moy.d up, when who ſhould firſt e — 2 in, | 

But, in his proper Perſon —LuznzxN. | | 

I broke my Yarn, ſurpris'd the Sight to ſee, | 58 
Sure Sign that he would break his Word witli me. 3 
Eſtſoons I join d it With my wonted Slight; DE One 
So may Win his Love with mine Unite!“ 5 
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With my halls Heel I Wies Times mark the Srviind, 

And turn me thrice around, around, around. 3 
Done Neeb, 2107 wer ! 71) 

This Lady- fly I cake fob off the baute 
Whoſe ſpotted Back might Scarlet red furpals. 5 
Fly, Lady-bird, North, South, or Eaſt, or Weſt, 
Fly where the Man is found that I love beſt. 
He leaves my Hand; ſee to the Welt he's flow. 
To call my True dove TOW: * faithleſs ORG 88 011 
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With my hs = I 1 — Times mark "he Ground... 
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And turn me thrice aroupdyaround, around. ./ { 521 b'xs!d 27 
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THURSDAY: o Ry THE SPELL. 


This mellow Pippin which I pare around, 1 
My Shepherd's Name ſhall flouriſh on the Ground: 
I fling th' unbroken paring oer my Head, 


5 


Upon the Graſs a perſett L is read; r ape 12“ 


Yet on my Heart a fairer L is ſeen 
Than what the paring marks upon the Green. 


With my ſharp Heel I three Times mark the Ground, 


And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


This Pippin ſhall another Trial make; - 
See from the Core two Kernels brown I take; 
This on my Cheek for LuzBzzxx1y is worn, 
And BoosycLop on tother Side is borne: 

But BoosycLop ſoon drops upon the Ground, 
A certain Token that his Love's unſound, ? 
While Lunzzzxin ticks firmly to the laſt; 

Oh! were his Lips to mine but join d ſo faſt! 


a: — 


With my ſharp Heel I three Times nr the Ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


As LUBBERKIN once ſlept beneath a Tree, | 
I twitch'd his dangling Garter from his Knee ; 
He wiſt not when the hempen String I drew; 
Now mine I quickly doff of inkle Blue; 
Together falt I tye the Garters twain, 
And while I knit the Knot repeat this Strain ; 
Threes Times a True-love's Knot I tie ſecure, 
Firm be the Knot, firm may his Love endure ! 


3 . With 


© OOO ons AAA... 


. FH URS DAT: on, THE rt.“ 


With my ſharp' Heel I three Times mark the Ground, 
And turn me thriee Wound, around, around.” 


$9 » 


As I was wont, I trudg'd laſt l £ 10 Ot) 
To Town, with new-laid Eggs preſerv'd in ry. 
I made my Market long before *twas Night, 
My Purſe grew heavy, and my Baſket light, 2 
Straight to the *Pothecary's Shop 1 went. 
And in Love-powder all my Money ſpent ; | 
Behap what will, next Sunday eee 
When to the Alehouſe Lupztrxay. repairs 
Theſe golden Flies into his Mug I'll. throw: 
And ſoon the Swain with fervent Love an glow. 


With my hid Heel I DES Times * the 3 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


But hold our Lightfoot barks, ind Cocks his Fars, 
O'er yonder Stile ſee LuBBERKIN appears. | 
He comes! he comes! Honnzlta' 8 9 d., 
Nor ſhall ſhe, crown d with Willow, die a Maid. 
He vows, he ſweats, hell give me a green Gon; 
Oh dear! I fall adoten, adowny/adown! 111 
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br Mz. JOHN GAY, 


BUMKINE r, GRUBBINOL, 


BUN E x. 


HY, Cars doſt thou ſo wiſtful ſeem? Vi? 
There's ſorrow in thy look, if right I deem. 

Tis true, yon' oaks with yellow tops appear, | 

And chilly blaſts, begin to nip the year; 

From the tall elm a ſhower of leaves is borne, _ 

And their loſt beauty riven beeches mourn; _ 

let even this ſeaſon pleaſance blithe affords; 

Now the ſqueez'd preſs foams with-our 4 hoards. 

Come, let us hie, and quaff a cheery bowl, 

Let cyder ne waſh forrow from thy ſoul. 


— 


Gnu. Ah! Buuxiner! ſince thou from hence wert gone 


From theſe ſad plains all merriment is flown; 
Should I reveal my grief, 'twould ſpoil thy cheer, 
And make thine eye oerflow with many a tear. 


Buuk. H Hang forrow ! let's to yonder but A 7-511 


And with trim ſonnets caſt away, ur care. 
eee, eee cu 
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2 FRIDAY: on, THE DIA. 


GiIIIAx of Croydon well thy pipe can play, 
Thou ſing'{t, moſt ſweet ! Ofer hills and far * ö 
Of Patient GRISsEL I deviſe to ſing, 

And catches quaint ſhall make the vallies ring. 
Come, GRUBBINOL! beneath this ſhelter come, 
From hence we view our flocks ſecurely roam. 


GR Yes, blithſome lad, a tale I mean to ſing, 
But with my woe ſhall diſtant vallies ring; 
The tale ſhall make our kidlings droop their head, 
For woe is me our BLOUZELIND is dead. 


Buuk. Is BLoUzZELINDA dead? CORR be my glee! 
No happineſs is now reſerv'd for me. 
As the wood pigeon coos without his Said 
So ſhall my doleful dirge bewail her fate 
Of BLovzmLINDA fair I mean to telll! OT 
The peerleſs e e eee r ri 21 


Art | +1.) 


Henceforth the morn ſhalt dewy ſorrow 8 ed 
And evning tears upon the ras be be ſpread; 
The rolling ſtreams with wat'ry grief {hall flow... LEE LEG 
And winds ſhall moan aloud--when loud they blow. 8 
Henceforth, as oft” as autumn ſhalb return, aid 211 tl 
The dropping trees, whene er it rains, ſhall mourn; 19b 
This ſeaſon quite ſhall ſtrip the country's Pod I, 


For twas in autumn BLOUZELINDA dy'd.. 2s 3 ag 
| ; DG} 9320} 4 


Where'er 1 gad, 1 BrovzLAIND. ſhall views 18 7% 1 bij: 
Woods, dairy. barn, and mows, our paſſion "+= 
When I direct my eyes to vonder wood. 
Freſh riſing ſorrow curdles in my blood. 850 5 
Thither I've often been the damfers guide, oO 
When rotten ſticks our fuel have ſipply'd; 
| | FT | There 


FRIDAY: on, THE DIRGE. 


There I remember how her faggots large 

Were frequently theſe happy ſhoulders' charge. 
Sometimes this crook drew hazel boughs adown, 
And ſtuff d her apron wide with nuts ſo brown; 
Or when her feeding hogs had miſs d their way, 
Or wallowing mid a feaſt of acorns lay, 

Th' untoward creatures to the ſtye I drove, 

And whiſtled all the way—or told my love. 


If by the dairy's hatch I chance to hie, 
I ſhall her goodly countenance efpy, 
For there her goodly countenance I've ſeen, 
Set off with kerchief ſtarch'd and pinners clean. 
Sometimes, like wax, ſhe rolls the butter round, 
Or with the wooden lily prints the pound. 
Whilom I've ſeen her ſkim the clouted cream, 
And preſs from ſpongy: curds the milky ſtream, 
But now, alas! theſe ears ſhall hear no more 
The whining ſwine ſurrqund the dairy door: 
No more her care ſhall fill the hollow, tray, 
To fat the guzzling hogs with floods of Whey 


Lament, ye ſwine! in grunting ſpend your grief, 


For you, like me, have loſt your ſole relief. 


When in the barn the ſounding flail I ply, _ 


Where from her ſieve the chaff was wont to fly, * | 


The poultry. there will ſeem around to ſtand, 
Waiting upon her charitable hand: 
No ſuccour meet the poultry now can. find, 


For they, like me, have loſt their BLOUZELIND. _ 


© Whenever by yoh' barley-mow 1 paſs, 
Before my eyes will trip the tidy laſs. * 


I pitch'd 
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4 PRIDAY: ox, THE 'DIRGE. 


I pitch'd the ſheaves (oh! could I do ſo how) 

Which ſhe in rows pil'd on the growing mow. 
There every deale my heart by love was gain d. 
There the ſweet kiſs my courtſhip has explain'd: 
Ah! BrovuztELlinDd! that mow I neer ſhall 1 2 70 


But thy memorial will revive in me. 


Lament, ye fields! and rueful ſymptoms ſhow, 
Henceforth let not the ſmelling primroſe grow; 
Let weeds inſtead of butter-flowers appear, 

And meads inſtead of daiſies hemlock bear; 
For cowſlips ſweet let dandehons ſpread, 

For BLouzELiNDA, blithſome maid! is dead. 
Lament, ye ſwains! and oer her grave bemoan, 
And ſpell ye right this verſe upon her ſtone; 
« Here BLOUZELINDA lies— Alas, alas! | 
„ Weep, ſhepherds !—and remember fleſh is graſs.” 


GRUB. Albeit thy ſongs are ſweeter to mine ear 
Than to the thirſty cattle rivers clear, 
Or winter porridge to the lab ring youth. 
Or buns and ſuꝑar to the damſel's tooth; 
Yet BLouzELinNDA's name ſhall tune my lay; 
Of her Ill ſing for ever and for aye. 


When BLouzz LIND expir d, the wether” 8 bell 
Before the drooping flock toll'd forth her knell; 
The ſolemn death-watch click'd the hour ſhe dy'd, 
And ſhrilling crickets in the chimney cry'd: 
The boding raven on her cottage fate, | 
And with hoarſe e warn d us of * fate; 


7 
* , 


FRIDAY. , THE DIRGE. 3 


The lambkin, which her wonted tendance bred, 
Dropp'd on the plains that fatal inſtant dead; 
Swarm'd on a rotten ſtick the bees I ſpy'd, 
Which erſt I ſaw when Goody Dobſon dy'd. 
How ſhall], void of tears, her death relate ? 
While on her darling's bed her mother fate, 
Theſe words the dying Brovzrrixvpæ ſpoke, 
And of the dead let none the will revoke : 

Mother, quoth ſhe, let not the poultry need, 
And give the gooſe wherewith to raiſe her breed; 
Be theſe my ſiſter's care and ev'ry morn 
Amid the ducklings let her ſcatter corn; 

The ſickly calf 5 hous d, be ſure to tend, 
Feed him with milk, and from bleak colds defend. 
Yet, ere I die ſee, Mother, vonder ſhelf, 

There ſecretly I've hid my worldly pe 

Twenty good ſhillings in a rag I laid, 

Be ten the parſon's, for my fermon oor 

The reſt is yours---My ſpinning-wheel and rake 
Let Sus ax keep for her dear fifter's ſake : 

My new ſtraw hat, that's trimly lin'd with Seen, 
Let PRO wear, for ſhe's à damſel clean: 

My leathern bottle, long in harveſts try'd, 

Be GRUBBINOIL'S—this ſilver ring befide: 

Three filver pennies and a nine · pence bent. 

A token kind, to Buukix EI be ſent. \ 
Thus ſpoke the maiden, while the mother cry'd,' 
And peaceful, like the harmleſs lamb, the dy'd. | 

To ſhow their love, the neighbours far and near 
Follow'd, with wiſtful look, the damiel's bie. 
Sprigg' d roſemary the lads and laſſes bore, # | 

While diſmally the parſon walk'd before. * 
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0 FRIDAY: on, THE DIR Gk. 


Upon her grave the roſemary they threw, AVE tte 5 L 
The daiſy, butter-flow'r, and endive blue. 4s 


After the good man warn'd us from his text, 
That none could tell whoſe turn would: be the next, 
He ſaid that Heaven would take her ſoul, no doubt, 
And ſpoke the hour-glaſs in her praiſe quite out. 


To her ſweet mem'ry flow'ry garlands ſtrung, 
O'er her now empty leat aloft were hung; 
With wicker rods we fenc'd her tomb around, 4. 
To ward from man and beaſt the hallow'd ground, 
Leſt her new grave the parſon's cattle raze, 
For both his horſe and cow the church-yard graze, 

Now we trudg'dhomeward to her mother's farm, 

Io drink new cyder mull d, with ginger warm: 
For Gaffer TR EAD WELL told us by the bye, 
Exceſſive ſorrow is exceeding ary. 


While bulls bear horns upon their curled brow, 
Or laſſes with ſoft ſtroaking milk the cow; 
While paddling ducks the landing lake 1 
Or batt ning hogs roll in the ſinking mire; ; 
While moles the crumbled earth in bilocks raiſe, 

So long ſhall ſwains tell BLovzzLiNDa's praiſc. 


Thus wail'd the louts in melancholy Rrain, 
Till bonny Sus Ax ſped acroſs the plain: 
They ſeiz d the laſs, in apron clean array d, 
And to the alehouſe forc'd the willing maid. 
In ale and kiſſes they forget their cares, 

And SUSAN BLOUZELINDA's loſs repairs. 
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By Ms. 1086 GAY. 


"Bow 2 8. 


UBLIMER firains, 0 rate mute! prepare; 1 
Forget a- While the batn and dairy's care; 

Ihy homely voice to loftier numbers raiſe, 

The drunkard's flights require ſonorous lays; 

With Bow zv Bzvs? ſongs exalt thy A 

While rocks and woods the various notes reficarſe.” 


Twas in the ſeaſon when the reapers' 6 

Of the ripe harveſt gam to rid the ſoil; AG ae 
Wide thro the field: — OHA bas! 
dean damſels bound the gather d ſheaves. 3 n 

The lads with ſharpen d hock and ſweating brow - 
Cut down the labours of the winter plaugh. 
Jo the near hedge ygung Sus n Reps alide;, 
he feign'd her coat or garter was unty d; 


r N 1 NY 6. 1 „ he: 


3 + SATURDAY: on, THE FLIGHTS 


Whate'er ſhe did, ſhe ſtoop'd adown unſeen, 

And merry reapers what they liſt will ween. 

Soon ſhe roſe up, and cry d, with voice ſo ſhrill, - 
That Echo anſwer'd from the diſtant hill; 

The youths and damſels ran to Sus an's aid, 

Who thought ſome adder had the laſs diſmay'd, 


When faſt aſleep they BowzvBevs, ſpy'd, 
His hat and oaken ſtaff lay cloſe beſide; 
That BowzyBE us who could ſweetly ling, 
Or with the roſin d bow torment the ſtring ; 
That Bowzvßzus who with fingers' ſpeed 
Could call ſoft warblings from the breathing reed ; 
That BowzyBEus who with jocund tongue, 
Ballads, and roundelays, and catches ſung. | 
They loudly laugh to ſee the damſel's fright, = | 
And in diſport ſurround the drunken a 
Ah! BowzYBEE, his did nm th 0 8 x 
The mugs were large, the drink was wondrous ſong! 207 
Thou ſhouldſt have left the fair before twas night, 
But thou ſat'ſt . till the u 3 


5 
Cic' Ly, briſk _ ltere forth luer f de 
And kiſs d, with ſmacking lip, the ſnoaring lout; 
For cuſtom ſays, hoe er this venture proves, 3 
For ſuch a kifs demands a pair of Ffoves. 
By her example Dorcas bolder grows, 
And plays a OI ue within his noſe; * 
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SATURDAY! o THE FLIGHTS. 2 


He rubs his noſtril, and in wonted jogce 1 
The ſneering ſwains with ſtamm ring "Rr baſpelie rr 46:47 
To you, my lads, I'll ſing my carols Oer; | 

As for the — ve ee ele i in fore. 2302.96 VCH 


No ſooner rub abt 20a;@ub ſult clint)"; 3 kd 
But lads and laſſes round about him wing | | 
Not ballad-finger plac' d above the cro sed 
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Sings with a note ſo ſhrilling ſweet and loud jo marc bo 
Nor pariſh- cler who calls the plalm ſo clear,, 
Like Bowzrzkus _ ch attentive erlich no ol bak 


Of nature's sc wills firſt ee 79 N 
Why the grave owl can never face the "OE 25116] 
For owls, as ſwains obſerve; deteſt the light. 
And only ſing and ſeek their prey by night: 
How turnips hide their ſwelling heads below. 
And how the cloſing coleworts upward:;grow; © 4 as 
How Will a-wiſp miſleads might-faring clowns 9 bet \ 
Oer hills, and ſinking bogs, and pathleſs downs; gl 
Of ſtars he told, that ſhoot with ſhining trail, WO 90 1 
And of the glow-worm's light that gilds ar veto: Ky 
He ſung where woodcocks in the ſummer feed“ dig 21090 
And in what climates they renew their breed : 
Some think to northern coaſts their flight they den 
Or to the moon in midnight hours aſcends i +11 
Where ſwallows in the winter's ſeaſon keep: 5 Be 
And how the drowſy bat and dormouſe flee? bt 16 2th; A 
How nature does the puppy s eyelid cloſe, Loli amd Ll 
Till the bright ſan has nine times ſet and wr 1 1 pa 
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2 SATURDAY! es THE FHHO HTS. 


For huntſmen, by their long experiencei ſinld 
That nn are bünd. 19911 


Now he goes ons and ag of fairs and ns... 
For ſtill new fairs before his eyes aroſe : 
How pedlars' ſtalls with glitt ring toys are laid. 
The various fairings af tc otriebry planks: Us in ebe t 
Long ſilken laces hang upon the wine 
And rows of pins and amber bracelets; ſhine: 2101 6 dive 29162 
How the tight laſs, knives; combs, and lors [ics Mig 107 
And looks on thimbles with deſiring eyes: 
Of lott'ries next with tuneful note he told, 
Where ſilver ſpoons are yon and rings of gold: 291180 30 ö 
The lads and laſſes trudge the ſtreet along 
And all the fair is cnowded im hid ſonn :: 
The mountebank now treads the ſtage, and ſells UN Ido | 
His pills, his balſams, and his ague : ſpells; Sit emit 
Now o'er and oer the nimble tumble dprings, i eo 
And on the rope the vent rous maideii ſouin g:: 
Jack-Pudding, in his party- colour d jacket. 
Toſſes the glove, and jokes at every packe! 
Of raree- ſhows e ſung; and Punch's feats, 3 orf4 
Of pockets pick'd3 in comm ancvarious cheats, EGS hex + 


Then felons The Childerniin the Wond; rakes] 
Ah! barb'rous uncle, ſtain d with infant blood! iy 
How blackberries, they pluck di in deſerts wild, oilgwt n 
And tearleſs at the glitt xing faulchion ſmiſ d: 
Their little corpfe the xobin+red-breaſts ſound. 


n ſtrow' d irn Pola bill the leaves around. * d "Res 
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F 4 SATURDAY: 03,7 THE PLIGHTS.: 7 


Ah! gentle birds! if this; verſe laſts fo [+= 
Your names ſhall live-for ever in my Jangs)! 


For buxom Joan. he: Gina the doubtful fuſe, | 50 4 f 


How the ſly ſailor made ga; a. wither; OF ted 


To louder ſtrains he Tais 4 bie Voices, to tl. 
What woful wars in Cheyy-chace befell, 


When Piercy drove the deer with hound = horn,” N 


Wars to be wept by children yet unborn ! 


Ah! With'rington! more years thy life had crown'd, 
If thou hadſt never heard the horn or hound! 


Yet ſhall the Squire who fought on bloody ſtumps, 
By future bards be wail'd in doleful dumps. 


All in the land of Eſſex next he chaunts, 
How to ſleek mares ſtarch Quakers turn gallants: 
How the grave brother ſtood on bank ſo green; 
Happy for him if mares had never been! 


Then he was ſeiz'd with a religious qualm, 
And on a ſudden ſung the hundredth pſalm. 


He * of Taffey Welch, and Sawney Scot, 
Lilly-bullero, and the Iriſh Trot. 


Why ſhould I tell of Bateman or of Shore, 

Or Wantley's dragon flain by valiant Moore ; 

The bower of Roſamond, or Robin Hood, 

And how the graſs now grows where Troy town ſtood ? 
4 
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His 


His carols ceas ute li 


Seem ſtill to hear ſoꝶie ſoft imperſecł ſtrains. 
Sudden he roſe, and as he reels along, 
_Swears kiſſes ſweet! ſhould welt: 
The damſels laughing fly the giddy _ 
Again upon a wheat-ſheaf drops adown ; ; 
The pow'r that grards the drunk his fle 
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His ſong,” 
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SWEET WILLIAM's 'FAREWELL 


TO BLACK- EY'D SUSAN. 
f By Mr. GA v. 


LL in the Downs the F leet Was odl'a, 
The Streamers waving in the Wind, 
When Black- ey d Susan came aboard. 
Oh! where ſhall I my true Love find! _ -, _, 
Tell me, ye jovial Sailors! tell me true, = 
If my ſweet WILLIAM ſails among the Crew ? 415 


WILLIAu, who high upon the Yard, NOSE ei aid 


 Rock'd with the. Billows to and fro, 
Soon as her Well known Voice he handle ; 
He figh'd and caſt his Eyes below: 

The Cord flides ſwiftly thro' his glowing Hands, 


| 
#- » 


And (quick as Lightrupg) on the Deck he ſands, 2 1 | 


So the ſweet Lark, high-pois'd i 8 6 7 5 
Shuts cloſe his Pinions to his Breaſt, 1 


(If chance his Mate's ſhrill Call he hear) 
And drops at once into her Neſt. 


The nobleſt Captain in tlie Britifh Fleet 1 ab 2 5 


Might envy WIIII AVS Lip thoſe Kiſſes fert. 


O Susan! Sysan! lovely Dear, Btu?) et 10h 
My Vows ſhall ever true remains... __ :; ._. 


Let me kiſs off that falling Tear; . 5 05 12 


We only part to meet again. 
Change as ye liſt, ye Winds, my Heart ſhall be 
The faithful Compaſs that ſtill points to thee, 

TT. - . 


a... . 


| 2. 


Believe not 5 a 1 TOY AT 1 
Who tempt with Doubts thy conſtant Mind ; 
Tn tell thee Sailors, when . 


* ') _ 


In ev'ry Port a Miſtreſs find: 


Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee 55 
For thou art preſent whereſoe er I Ls: 


If to far India's Coaſt we fail, 

Thy Eyes are ſeen in Di monds hte,” | 

Thy Breath is Afric's' ſpicy Gale, Eo ON 
Thy ſkin is Ivory, ſo White. Abe 
Thus ev'ry beauteous Object that I view. 
Wakes in my Soul ſome Charm of lovely 8 Sy E. 


Tho' Battle call me from thy Arms, 

Let not my pretty KITS mourn : 
Tho' Cannons roar, yet, ſafe from Harms, | 
WIILIAu ſhall to his Dear return. 5 
Love turns aſide the Balls that round me fly, | | 
Leſt precious Tears ſhould drop from SUSAN" 8 125 7 


The Boatſwain gave the dreadful Word; 

The Sails their ſwelling Boſom ſpread; 

No longer mult ſhe ſtay aboard : 8 
They kiſsd: ſhe ſigh'd; he hung his Head: 8 
Her leſs ning Boat unwilling rows to Land. 
Adieu! the cries, and wav'd her uy Hand, 2 


* | * 0 
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The MISER 
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N * n K 
u IS E R any PLUTU 8, 
A FABLE By Ms. GA Y 


THE wind: Was High, the NY makes, 
With ſudden ſtart the miſer wakes, 
Along the filent room he ſtalks; 

Looks back, and trembles as he walks: 
Each lock andev'ry bolt he tries, 

In every creek and corner pries; 

Then opes the cheſt with treaſure ſtor d, 25 
And ſtands in rapture o'er his hoard. 
But now, with ſudden qualms poſſeſt, 

He wrings his hands, he beats his breaſt; 
By conſcience ſtung, he wildly ſtares; 
And thus his guilty foul declares. 

Had the deep earth her ſtores cotifin'd, 

This heart had known ſweet peace of mind. 
But virtue's ſold. Good gods! what price 
Can recompenſe the pangs of vice! 
O bane of good! ſeducing cheat! 
Can man, weak man, thy power defeat 5 3 
Gold baniſhd honour frem the mind, © a, 
And only left the name behind; 1 

Gold ſow'd the world with ev ry ill; 

Gold taught the murd'rer's ſword to kill: 
'Twas gold inſtructed coward hearts, 
In ae ry's more pernicious arts. 


A 


1 
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Plutus, his god, before him ſtood. 


1 


TAE MIS ER AND PEYU T'US 


Who can recount the miſchiefs oerꝰ 
Virtue reſides on earth no more! 
He ſpoke, and fighd. In angry mood, 


The miſer trembling, lock d his cheſt; 
The Viſion frawn'd,.and thus addreſt. 

| Whence is this vile ungrateful rant? 
Each ſordid raſcal's daily cant. 
Did I, baſe wretch, corrupt mankind? 
The fault's in thy rapacious mind. 
Becauſe my bleſſings are abus d. 

Muſt I be cenſur'd, curs d, accus'd ? 
Ev'n virtue's ſelf by knaves is made 

A cloak ta carry on the trade; 

And power (when lodg d in their tos) 117% 
Grows tyranny, and rank oppreſfion. | 
Thus when the-yillain crams his cheſt, 
Gold is the canker of the breaſt; 

Tis av'rice, inſolence, and pride, 

And ev'ry ſhocking vice beſide. 

But when to virtuqus hands tis given, 
It bleſſes, like the dews of heaven: 

Like heav'n, it hears the orphan's cries, 
And wipes the tear from widows! eyes; 
Their crimes on gold ſhall miſers lay, 
Who pawn'd their ſordid ſouls for pay? 
Let bravoes then (when;blood is ſpilt) 
Upbraid the paſſive ſword with. guilt. 
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The LADY and WAS E 
2 ondon, Publrkh I Junes:1768 by C Tavior Meno near (ajtle Street, Holbein. 
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TRE LADY AN DTR WASP. 
By Mr. GAY. 
eee eee 


HAT whiſpers mult the Beauty bear! 
What hourly | nonſenſe haunts her ear! 

Where'er her eyes diſpenſe their charms 
Impertinence around her ſwarms. | 
Did not the tender nonſenſe ſtrike, 
Contempt and ſcorn might look diſlike, 
Forbidding airs might 'thin the place, 
The ſlighteſt flap a fly can chaſe. 
But who can drive the num'rous breed p 
Chaſe one, another will ſucceed. | 
Who knows a ſbel muſt khow lis brother; 
One fop will recommend another; 
And with this plague ſhe's rightly curſt, 
Becauſe ſhe liſten'd to the firſt. 
As Donis, at her toilette's duty, 
Sat meditating on her beauty, 
She now was penſive, now was gay, 
And lulI'd the ſultry hours away. 

As thus in indolence the lies, 
A giddy Waſp around her flies, 
He now advances, now retires;© - 
Now to her neck and cheek Apres; 
Her fan in vain defends her charts. 
Swift he returns, again alarm; For 


| 


22 THE LADY AND THE WASP, 


For by repulſe he bolder grew, 
E Perch d on her lip, and ſipt the dew. 
3 She frowns, ſhe frets, Good Gods, ſhe Cries, 
Protect me from thefe teazing flies! 
| Of all the plagues that Heav'n hath ſent 
| | A Waſp is molt impertinent. . 
The hov'ring inſect thus complain d. 
Am I then ſlighted, ſcorn'd, diſdain d 
Can ſuch offence your anger wake ? 
"Twas beauty caus d the bold miſtake. 
Thoſe cherry lips that breathe perfume,  - 
That cheek ſo ripe with youthful: bloom, 
Made me, with ſtrong deſire, purſue. + 
E The faireſt peach that ever grew. 
= Strike him not, Jenny, Doris cries, 
| Nor murder Waſps, like common flies, 
[ For though he's free (to do him right) - 
The creature's civil and polite. 
In ecſtacies away he polts, 5 
þ Where'er he came the fayour boaſts, SS 
Vp Brags how her ſweeteſt tea heh + 1 
| 15 And ſhews the ſugar on his lips. e ee. 
| 1 The hint alarm d the forward crew; CES , 
Sure of ſucceſs away they flew ; ITY 
They ſhare the dainties of the day, | 
Round her with airy muſic play, 
And now they flutter, now they. = 


Hin 


nn 14 


Now ſoar again, and. ſkim her brealt. 6 3 
Nor were they baniſh'd, till ſhe found 


Hen ni CT A oh 


| That Waſps have ſlings, and {& the re 1 40 
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Of a BEAUTY in the CON rA v. 
* — * — 
, nig : 
1. WAS night; and FLavia to her room retir'd, Os 


With ev'ning chat and ſober reading tir 'd; 
There melancholy, penſive, and alone, 
She meditates on the forſaken town: 
On her rais d arm reclin d her drooping head, 
She ſigh'd, and thus! in es accents EVR, 


Ah, what avails it to be young and 7" 
*« To moye with negligence, to dreſs with care? 
What worth have all the charms our pride can boaſt, 
If all in envious folitude are loſt? 
Where none admire, tis. uſeleſs to excel, 
Where none are Beaux, tis vain to be a Belle: 
VIII. | F © Beauty 


. il 
« Beauty, like wit, to judges ſhould be ſhewn ; 
Both moſt are valu'd where they beſt are known, 
With ev'ry grace of nature, or of art, 
We cannot break one ſtubborn country heart: 
e The brutes, inſenſible, our pow'r defy: 
« To love exceeds a Squire s capacity. 
« The town, the court, is beauty's proper ſphere ; 
« That is our heav'n, and we are angels there: 
In that gay circle thouſand Cupids rove, 
„ The Court of Britain is the court of Love. 
How has my conſcious heart with triumph glow'd, 
How have my ſparkling eyes their tranfport ſhew'd, 
At each diſtinguiſh'd birth- night ball, to ſee 
© The homage due to empire; paid to me 
When ev'ry eye was fix d on me alone, 
« And dreaded mine more than the monarch's frown ; 
When rival ſtateſmen for my favour ſtrove, 
« Leſs Jealous in their power, than in their Iove. 
Chang d is the ſcene; and all my glories die, 
« Like flow'rs tranſplanted to a colder ky: 
* Loſt is the dear delight of giving pain, 
The tyrant joy of hearing ſlaves complain, 
« In ſtupid indolence my life i is ſpent, 
* Supinely calm, and dully innocent; 
Unbleſt I wear my uſeleſs time away; 
* Sleep (wretched maid!) all night, and dream all day; 
Go at ſet hours to dinner and to prayer; 
« For dulneſs muſt be ever regular. 
| ce Now. 


Tru. 


FAV 


% Now with mamma at tedious whit I play; 
No without ſcandal drink inſipid tea; 

Or in the garden breathe the country air, 

« Secure from meeting any Tempter there: 

« From books to work, from work to books I rove, 
« And am, alas! at leiſure to improve!— 

Is this the life a Beauty ought to lead ? 

“Were eyes ſo radiant only made to read? 


* Theſe fingers, at whoſe touch ev'n age would glow, 


« Are theſe of uſe for nothing but to ſew? 
Sure erring nature never could deſign 

« To form a houſewife in a mould like mine! 
« OVenvs, queen and guardian of the fair, 
« Attend propitious to thy vot'ry's pray'r: 
Let me re-viſit the dear town again: 

« Let me be ſeen!—cou'd I that wiſh obtain, 
All other wiſhes my own pow'r would gain, 
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From STERNE'S SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY. 


1 4 wh 8 


7 HAD ſcarce uttered the words, when a poor monk of 


the order of St. Francis came into the room to beg 
ſomething for his convent; 


— 


The moment I caſt my eyes upon him, I'was prdete 
. mined not to give him a ſingle ſous; and accordingly, I 
put my purſe into my pocket—buttoned it up ſet my ſelf 
a little more upon my center, and advanced up grayely to 
him: there was ſomething, I fear, forbidding in my look: 
I have his hgure this moment before my eyes, and think 
there was that in it which deſerved better. 


The was as 51 judge en the break in his nee d 
few ſcattered white hairs upon his temples, being all that 
III. remained 


2 FFF 

remained of it, might be about ſeventy but from his eyes, 
and that ſort of fire which was in them, which ſeemed more 
tempered by courteſy than years, could be no more than 
ſixty— Truth might lie between—He was certainly ſixty- 
five; and the general air of his countenance, notwithſtand- 


ing ſomething ſeemed to have been planting wrinkles in * 
before tlieir time, agreed to the account. 


It was one of thoſe heads which Guido has often painted 
—mild—pale—penetrating, free from all common-place 
ideas of fat contented ignorance looking downwards upon 
the earth—it looked forwards; but looked as if it looked 
at ſomething beyond this world. How one of his order 
came by it, Heaven above, who let it fall upon a Monk's 
ſhoulders, beſt knows : but it would have ſuited a Bramin, 


and had I met it upon the plains of Indoſtan, I had reve- 
renced it. 


The reſt of his outline may be given in a few irokes: one 
might put it into the hands of any one to deſign, for it was 
neither elegant, or otherwiſe, but as character and expreſ- 
ſion made it ſo: it was a thin, tare form, ſomething above 

the common ſize, if it loft not the diſtinction by a bend for- 
ward in the figure - but it was the attitude of Intreaty ; - and 


as it no ſtands prefented to my imagination, it 5 11 
more than it loſt by it. 22855 


When he had entered . room three paces, he Hood | 
44 me and OG his hand upon * left break va ſlender white 
2 oy 


E T HE M, on , K. 3 

taff with which, he joutneyed being in his right) —hen I 
bad, got cloſe up to him, he introduced himſelf with the 
little ſtory of the wants of his convent, and the poverty of 
his order and did it with ſo ſimple a grace — and ſuch an 
air of deprecation was there in the whole caſt of his look 
and figure —I was bewitched not to have been ſtruck with 
it—A. better reaſon was, I had predetermined not to give 
him a a ſingle ſous, —lt is very true, ſaid I, replying to-acalt 
upwards. with his eyes, with which he had concluded his 
addreſs it is very true and Heaven be their reſource who 
have no other but, the charity of the world, the ſtock of 


Which, I fear, is no way ſufficient for the many great claims 
which are hourly made upon it. 


As I atonounced | the words great lating be give a gde 
glance with his eye downwards upon the ſleeve of his tu- 
nick—I felt the full force of the appeal—1 acknowledge it, 
faid Ia, coarſe habit, and that but once in three years, 
with meagre diet—are no great matters; and the true point of 
pity is, as they can be earned in the workd wid fo little  indut: 
try, that your order ſhould wiſh to procure them by preſſing 
upon a fund which is the property of the lame, the blind, 
the aged, and the infirm + the captive, who lies down counts 
ing over and over again the days of his afflictions, lan- 
guiſhes alſo for his ſhare of it; and had you been of the 
order of mercy, inſtead of the order of St. Francis, poor as I 
am, continued I, pointing at my portmanteau, full cheer- 
| Fully ſhould it have been opened to you, for the ranſom of 
the unfortunate, - The monk. made me a bow. But of all 

: others, 
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retired. 45 | iy 


* 3 


others, reſumed I, the unfortunate of our on country, 
ſurely, have the firſt rights; and I Have left thoufands 1 in 


diſtreſs upon our o ſliore. The monk gave a cordial 


Wave witli his head-<-as much as to ſay, No doubt there i is 


miſery enough in every corner of the world! us well as 
within our convent. But we diſtinguiſh,” faid I, laying 


my hand upon the ſleeve of his tunic, in return for his 
appeal---we diſtinguiſh, my good father Tbetwixt thoſe who 
wiſh e to eat the bread of auf hens labour—and thoſe 


912 


plan in life) but to get through i it in oh 00 gee or 
te love of God, + | 


+8 6h w 


8 en 
The poor Franciſcan ade no 197 a attic of a mo- 


ment paſs d acroſs his cheek, but could not tarty—Nature 
ſeemed to have done with her reſentments i in him; he 


ſhewed none but letting his ſtaff fall within his arm, he 
preſſed both his e with ho wal upon! my breaſt, _ 


11K REMISE vn DEL 


» 4; 


HE good ald Monk was within * paces of us, as my 
idea of him croſſed my mind; and was advancing 


towards: us a little out of the line, as if uncertain whether 


he ſhauld break in upon us or not He ſtopped, however, 
as ſoon as he came up to us, with a world of frankneſs: and 
having a horn ſnuff- box in his hand, he preſented it open to 


me Mu ſhall zaſte minę aid I, pulling out my box (which 
0 | TK „ was 


THz MON K. 5 


was a foal tortoiſe one) and putting it into his hand 
Tis moſt excellent, ſaid the Monk; Then do me the fa- 
vour, I replied, to accept of the box and all, and when 
you take a pinch out of it, ſometimes recollect it was the 


peace- offering of a man who once uſed you unkindly, but 
not from his Heart,” 


The poor Monk bluſhed as 1 as fer Alon Dieu! 
faid he, preſſing his hands together - You never ufed me un- 
| kindly.—T ſhould think, faid the lady, he is not likely. I 
bluſhed in my turn; but from what movements[ leave to the 
few who feel to analyſe—Excuſe me, Madam, replied I— 
I treated him moſt unkindly ; and from no provocations. 
It is impoſſible, faid the lady. My God! cried the Monk, 
with a warmth of aſſeveration which ſeemed not to belong 
to him the fault was in me, and in the indiſcretion of my 
zcal The lady oppoſed it, and I joined with her in main- 


taining it was impoſſible, that a ſpirit ſo regulated as his 
could give offence to any. 


I knew not that contention could be rendered ſo ſweet 
and pleaſurable a thing to the nerves as I then felt it We 
remained ſilent without any ſenſation of that fooliſh pain 
which takes place, when in fuch a circle you look for ten 
minutes in one another's faces without ſaying a word. 
Whilſt this laſted, the Monk rubb'd his horn box upon the 
ſleeve of his tunick; and as foon as it had acquired a little 
air of brightneſs by the friction he made a low bow, and 


ſaid 


Tuz M OM K. 
ſaid, it was too late to ſay whether it was the weakneſs or 
goodneſs of our tempers which had involyed us in this con- 
teſt but be it as it would he begged we might exchange 
boxes—In. ſaying this, he preſented] his to me with ane hand 
as he took mine from me in the other; and having kiſſed 
it—with a ſtream of good-nature in his * he Ai it into 


his boſom and took his leave, 


I feel a damp upon my ſpirits, as am going to add. that 
in my laſt return through Calais, upon inquiring after F ather 
Lorenzo, I heard he had been dead near three months, 
and was buried, not in his convent, but, according ta 
his deſire, in a little cemetery belonging to it, about two 
leagues off; I had a ſtrong deſire to fee where they had laid 
him hen, upon pulling out his little horn box, as I ſat by 
his grave, and plucking up à nettle or two at the head of it, 
which had no buſineſs to grow there, they all ſtruck together 
ſo foreibly upon my affections, that I burſt into a flood of 
tears—but I am as weak as a woman; and I beg i the chro 
Not to ſmile, but to Pity'® me. 
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UST Heaven !—it would fill up twenty volumes—and 
alas! I have but a few ſmall pages, left of this to crowd 


it into—and half of theſe, muſt be taken up with the poor 


MARIA my friend Mr, SHANDY met with. near Moulines. 


The ſtory he had told 4 that diſordered ES affected me 


not a little in the reading; but when I got within the neighs 
bourhood where ſhe lived, it returned ſo ſtrong into my mind, 


that I could not reſiſt an impulſe which prompted me to go 


# * wt 


: 
E F * 
de I 115 7 
— — ð—Pß—ßũʒꝰꝗ —— 2 It ́— Xin > ow. Þ — "mp 


3 
half a league out of the road, to the village where her parents 


dwelt, to 888 after her. 


. | 
The old mother came to the door ; her "Re told me the 


ſtory before ſhe opened her mouth—She had loſt her huſ- 
band; he had died, ſhe ſaid, of anguiſh for the loſs of 


 Maxr1a's ſenſes, about a month before.—She had feared at 


firſt, the added, that it would have plundered her poor girl 
of what little underſtanding” was left—but, on the contrary, 
it had brought her more to herſelf—ſtill ſhe could not reſt— 
her poor daughter, ſhe ſaid, crying, was wandering ſome- 
where about the road— 


hy does my pulſe beat languid as I write this ? and 
what made La FLEvr, whoſe heart ſeemed only to be turned 
to joy, to paſs the back of his hand twice acroſs his eyes, 
as the woman ſtood and told it ? Tbeckoned to the poſtillion to 
turn back into the road. 


When we had got Heil half a aj of + Modlibes,” at a 
little opening! in the road leading to a thicket, I diſcovered 
poor MARIA fitting under a poplar—ſhe was fitting with her 
elbow in her lap, and her head leaning on one ide within her 
hand—a ſmall brook ran at the any of the tree. | 58 88 85 
I bid the Poſtülion go on with the. challe to Nioutibes-and 


LA FLtvk to beſpeak my -ſuppet—and that 1 would: walk 
after him. 


She 


3 
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She was drefled in white, and much as my friend deſcribed 
her, except that her hair hung looſe, which before was 
twiſted within a filk net,—She had, ſuperadded likewiſe to 
her jacket, a pale green ribband, which fell acroſs her 
ſhoulder to the waiſt ; at the end of which hung her pipe. 
Her goat had been as faithleſs as her lover ; and ſhe had got 
a little dog in lieu of him, which ſhe had kept tied by a 
ſtring to her girdle; as I looked at her dog, the drew him 
towards her with the ſtring.—** Thou ſhalt not leave me, 
Sylvio, ſaid ſhe. I look'd in Maria's eyes, and ſaw ſhe 
was thinking more of her father than of her lover or her 


little goat ; for as ſhe uttered them, the tears trickled down 
her cheeks. 


I fat down cloſe by her; and MARIA let me wipe them 
away as they fell, with my handkerchief.—T then ſteep'd 
it in my own—and then in hers—and then in mine and 
then I wipd hers again—and as I did it, I felt ſuch un- 
deſcribable emotions within me, as I am ſure could not be 
accounted for from any combinations of matter and motion. 


I ami poſitive I have a ſoul; nor can all the books with 
which materialiſts have peſtered the world, ever convince me 
to the contrary. 


When 
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When Maria had come a little to herſelf, I aſked her if 
ſhe remembered a pale thin perſon of a man, who had ſat 
down betwixt her and her goat about two years before ? 
She ſaid, ſhe was unſettled much at that time, but remem- 
ber'd it upon two accounts——that ill as ſhe was, ſhe ſaw the 
perſon pitied her: and next, that her goat had ſtolen his 
handkerchief, and ſhe had beat him for the theft—ſhe had 
waſh'd it, ſhe ſaid, in the brook, and kept it ever ſince in 
her pocket to reſtore it to him in caſe ſhe ſhould ever ſee 
him again, which, ſhe added, he had half promiſed her. 
As ſbe told me this, ſhe took the handkerchief out of her 
pocket to let me ſee it: ſhe had folded it up neatly in a 
om” of vine leaves, tied round with a tendril—on opening 
, I ſaw an S. marked i in one of the corners. 


She bad "oY chat, the told r me, Rirayed as far an Rome, 
and walked round St. Peter's once — and returned back— 
that ſhe found ber Way alone acroſs the Apennines—had 
travelled over all Lombardy without money, and through 
the flinty roads of Savoy without ſhoes—how ſhe had borne 
it, and how ſhe had got ſupported, ſhe- could not tell but 
God ox andy mo wind, 10 e wege to the horn lamb. | 


'Shorn indeed 3 7 to the 5 ſaid I: and waſt thou 
in my own land, where J have a cottage, I would take thee 
: to it and ſhelter thee; thou ſhouldeſt eat of my own bread, 


and 


1 


and drink of my own cup would be kind to thy Sylvio 
in all thy weakneſſes and wanderings I would ſeek after 


ſay my prayers ; and when I had done, thou ſhouldeſt play 
thy evening ſong upon thy pipe, nor would the incenſe of my 
ſacrifice be worſe accepted for entering Heaven along with that 
of a broken heart. | 


Nature melted within me, as I uttered this; and Mazia 
obſerving, as I took out my handkerchief, that it was ſteep'd 
too much already to be of uſe, would needs go waſh it in the 
ſtream. And where will you dry it, Max TA? faid I.---T'll 
dry it in my boſom, ſaid ſhe--'twill do me good. 


And is your heart till ſo warm, Mazra ? faid I. 


I touched upon the ſtring on which hung all her ſortows-- 
ſhe looked with wiſtful diforder for ſome time in my face; 
and then, without ſaying any thing, took her pipe, and 


within. mine, aud lengthening the ſtring to let the dog follow 
Vin that order we entered Moylines. 
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' ſhould lie in my bolom, and be unto me as a FRAN | 


SD) 


- Tho 1 Vite ſalutations and sig in the Marketplace, 
yet when we got into the middle of this, hour to _ 
wy laſt n and 185 k of Mara. . 

Manda, 1 not with was Ebene of * fiſt or- 
der of ſine forms · affliction had touch'd her looks with ſome- 
thing that was ſcarce earthly.ſtill ſhe was feminine and ſo 
much was there about her of all that the heart wiſhes, or the 
eye looks for in woman, that could the traces be ever worn 


out of her brain, and thoſe of Eliza's out of mine, ſhe ſhould 


not only tat of m Bread and aint of my own” cup, but MARIA 
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which — compaſſion of a ſtranger, as he journeyeth on 


his way, now pours into thy wounds. the Being who bas 
twice bruiſed thee, e can only bind them up for ever. 
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